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man and a woman. She had followed them and had “picked up their 
tracks.” Then she had gone off and buried the tracks she had picked up. 
She had put dog’s hair with the tracks of the man, and cat’s hair with the 
tracks of the woman. After that the man and the woman could not live to- 
gether any more than a cat and dog could. They separated and the whole 
community was in an uproar. The belligerents finally becoming awestruck 
at their own lawlessness, caused by fright, superinduced by superstition, 
agreed to send for an old negro preacher who lived in an adjoining county, 
and who was popularly supposed to “have power over evil spirits.” He 
came at their request, remained several days, and finally succeeded, by 
some method known only to himself in pouring oil on the troubled waters 
and in patching up affairs. The female originator of the trouble was pub- 
licly rebuked as well as privately taken to task by the preacher ; he visited 
among scattered members of families, and by exhortation, public open-air 
service, and private lectures, restored peace once more. The most impor- 
tant of his injunctions, and one that was strictly carried out under penalty 
of “a spell,” of undefined character, was that the girl dig up the tracks and 
hair and burn the latter. The spell of “picked up tracks” can be destroyed 
only by fire. 


keuby Andrews Moore. 
FLORIDA. 


Necro Guost Stories.— After tucking her charges up in a high 
feather-bed, Aunt Pattie, whose duty it was to sleep on a pallet beside the 
bed, would sit in front of the fire and relate ghostly tales, to the terror of 
the children, who were, however, somewhat comforted by the sight of her 
fat, shining face. It is possible to give her words, but not to reproduce 
the chanting tone, as the reciter sat with her back to the listeners, and 
seemed to be talking to the fire : — 

“Some white folk done say dade folks done walk no more. Blessed 
marster, it’s been years next Tuesday week sence de great light come. Old 
massa an’ missus had done gone over Colonel Pepper’s to Miss Nannie’s 
wedding, an’ dey ware coming home ’bout hour to midnight, an’ dey see 
a light in ebery window. ‘Lord a-mighty,’ says ole massa, ‘’tis a fire!’ 
but when dey lighted an’ come in, it was dark, an’ nothing ’t all the mat- 
ter; but all night somebody ware walking, walking up on de big stairs an’ 
all over de house, an’ it ware so for a week. I tell yo dem was terrible 
times. Ole massa never cracked no more jokes to nobody, an’ ole missus 
looked white an’ scared. Deytime all de folks goin’ aroun’ soft an’ creepy 
like, an’ ebery night dat awful walk, walk. Well, one day, ole massa got 
let’ from Ireland sayin’ Miss Julie dat ware married over dere were adade, 
but good Lord! we all done hab so much trouble ourselves, we don’ take 
on much, but after dat letter come dere were no more light an’ no more 
walkin’. Dat ware Miss Julie come faster dan de letter to de ole home. 
Ole missus tink it Miss Julie ghost as I does, but she don’ say so, cause 
’t ain’t religious, she say, to talk such, but Lord! we all know it for a fac’. 

“ An’ dere ware my ole man Cesar, he b’longed to ole Dec Grey. Dec 
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Grey ware de deble, dat jus’ what he ware, an’ all de ’joyment Cesar eber 
get ware when he get leave to come ober to stay a few days wid me an’ de 
chillen. One time he get sick ober here, an’ all ole missus an’ I could do 
he died, but ’fore he died he say, ‘Don’ bury me ober massa Grey’s ;’ but 
Dec Grey done sent his men en de big wagon on two mules, ware yo seen 
dat creek down de foot of de big hill, ‘bout two feet deep. Many an’ 
many a time dem mules ben ober dere, splashing de water like it ware fun. 
Well, sar, dat day, when dey done come to de creek, de water ware plum 
low, an’ de chillen an’ I followin’, an’ de mules, dey step in de water brisk 
as yo eber see, but Lord a-mighty! dat wagon jes’ pull back on ole William. 
He cuss an’ beat ’em to beat anythin’, but dat wagon jes’ pull back. Ole 
William say de deble in dat coffin, an’ he go home hard as he can go, an’ 
tell Dec Grey; but he ware a mighty religious man, an’ he say he whip de 
deble out ole William, an’ he come his self and look on, an’ dey did beat 
dem mules scandalous, but dey couldn’ pull ole Cesar ober dat water. 
But de ole Dec ware a mighty pious man; he knew it would make heap o’ 
talk in de church if he gib in to Cesar a’ter all, an’ Cesar dade too; so he 
sen’ six big han’s, an’ dey take Cesar’s coffin an’ tote it ober an’ bring 
him. Dat ware four year come next Monday week, an’ blessed Jesus, ole 
Cesar done walkin’ roun’ ole Dec Grey’s same as when he ware alive; all 
de worl’ knows dat; and when de ole Dec try to cross dat crek on hoss- 
back, no use, his hoss jes’ stan’ up on his hin’ legs an’ paw de air, an’ 
he hab turn back, an’ dey all say he can whip ole Cesar no more, an’ de 
old Dec hab to goa plum mile round to church ebery Sunday, cause ole 
Cesar pull him back at dat creek yet, an’ dat been fo’ year come Monday 
nex’. 

“Den dar ware Munsta’; he ware a mighty mean nigga’. If de deble 
eber ware in a nigga’ he ware in Munsta’, shoah. Well, it ware a’ter 
massa ben dade a good twelve months, ole missus set about habin’ a new 
kitchen down unda’ dat oak yonda’. De.holes fur de pos’ ware all dug, 
mighty deep holes, fur dey wus mighty big pos’ ; fat pine more ’n two feet 
through. Well, dat fool Munsta’ thought he be up some his tricks, so in 
de night he go dig one dem holes double deep, so when dey drop de pos’ 
in, it go clar down an’ make trouble. Munsta’ neber min’ work when it 
make trouble fur anybody ; but he ware de lazies’ nigga’ ’n North Carolina. 
But dey see de hole fore dey drop in de pos’, an’ ole missus was powerful 
set up. She say Munsta’ hab his arms tied (it ware more ’n up to his 
middle) and hab thirty lashes on his back. Ole missus ware a saint, but 
Munsta’ done wore her ’ligion clean out. Tall Jim was set to whip him. 
Well, blessed Lord, de massa ware gone, an’ no hade to notin’. Jim hate 
Munsta’ powerful, an’ I rec’n he neba’ coun’ de lashes; leastways, when 
dey pull Munsta’ out dat hole, he jes’ drop over limp like, an’ dat night he 
died. Ole missus took on powerful, an’ would n’ hab no more done ’bout 
de new kitch’n, an’, O Lord, I was de fus’ one dat see it, see Munsta’ dat 
night, a’ter he done level away in one ole massa’s Sunday coats in a stone 
coffin. Ole miss’ would hab him laid away like he be de bes’ han’ on de 
plantation. Well, sir, dat night I seed him standin’ in dat hole, an’ 
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bobbin’ up an’ down, an’ twistin’ an’ turnin’ jest like de whip ware comin’ 
down on him. Ole miss’ had de hole filled up nex’ day, an’ fresh tu’f Jaid 
down, like it mought neber been disturbed; but, blessed Lord, dat make 
no difference, ebery night Munsta’ come an’ wiggle an’ turn an’ twis’ all 
night in dat hole. Ole miss’ done move her chamba’ ober oder side de 
house, an’ Jim would n’ go by dare by night, no more den he go through 
de grabeyar’ ober dare. I spec’ yo ware to look out de winda’, yo see 
Munsta’ dis minute, ’cause Munsta’ allus would stay up all night to tor- 
ment somebody.” 


£. M. Backus. 
NorRTH CAROLINA. 


LOCAL MEETINGS AND OTHER NOTICES. 


EicHTH ANNUAL MEETING OF THE AMERICAN FoLk-Lore Society. — 
This meeting has been appointed to be held at Baltimore, during the 
week between Christmas and New Year, probably on December 29 and 
30. Members who wish to present papers will please notify the Secre- 
tary of the American Folk-Lore Society, W. W. Newell, Cambridge, Mass. 
Particulars and programmes will hereafter be sent to members of the So- 
ciety. It is hoped that the meeting may be one of especial interest. 


Ba.timoreE. — During the season of 1895-96 have been held the follow- 
ing meetings :— 

November. The Branch met at the rooms of the Medical and Chirurgi- 
cal Library. A set of by-laws were adopted, completing the organization 
of the Branch. Mr. Hurd of the Johns Hopkins Hospital was appointed 
Treasurer. Prof. Paul Haupt of Johns Hopkins University read a paper 
on the Garden of Eden, illustrating the subjects from a folk-lorist’s point of 
view. 

December 2. The Branch met at the rooms of the Quadriga Club, the 
President presiding. Dr. H. Carrington Bolton of Washington read a 
paper on “ Fortune-Telling in America To-day.” This was followed by a 
discussion of charms, astrology, and kindred subjects. Miss Mary W. Minor 
gave an account of a town in Virginia that gained the name of the Wizard’s 
Clip from the constant clipping of articles of clothing, etc. This went on 
for some time, being attested by priests and other reputable persons. 
The clippings ceased only when the spirits were exorcised with bell, book, 
and candle. Certain old ballads and rhymes were also given. 

Fanuary. The meeting was held at the rooms of the Quadriga Club, 
the President presiding. Dr. Charles Carroll, Warden of the Johns Hop- 
kins University, gave certain Mexican variants of “ Uncle Remus Stories,” 
collected by himself. In these variants, the coyote replaced the fox, and 
“ Brer Rabbit ” became “Uncle ” or “ Nephew.” This paper was followed 
by a discussion of the various variants of the “Tar Baby” story, one of 
these, from southern Maryland, being collected by Miss M. V. Dorsey 
from a white fisherman. In this version, the ‘“turkle ” took the place of 
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ANIMAL TALES FROM NORTH CAROLINA. 


I. WHEN BRER DEER AND BRER TERRAPIN RUNNED A RACE, 


Brer Deer and Brer Terrapin was a-courting of Mr. Coon’s 
daughter. Brer Deer was a peart chap, and have the airs of the 
quality, no put-on bigoty ways; Brer Deer am a right sure ’nough 
gentleman, that he is. Well, old Brer Terrapin am a poor, slow, old 
man ; all the creeters wonder how the gal can smile on hisself when 
Mr. Deer flying round her, but them what knows tells how, when 
old man Terrapin lay hisself out, he have a mighty taking way 
with the gals, and the gals in the old times mighty like the gals 
these here times, and ain’t got no sense nohow. 

Well, old man Coon he favor Brer Deer, and he powerful set 
again Brer Terrapin, and he fault him to the gals constant ; but the 
more Brer Coon fault Brer Terrapin, the more the hard-headed gal 
giggle and cut her eye when Brer Terrapin come ’bout; and old 
Brer Coon, he just nigh ’bout outdone with her foolishness, and he 
say he gwine set down on the fooling. 

So he say, Brer Coon did, how Brer Deer and Brer Terrapin shall 
run a seven-mile race, and the one what get there first shall surely 
have the gal, cause he feel that sure in he mind, Brer Coon do, 
that Brer Deer nat’raily bound to outrun poor old Brer Terrapin. 

But I tell you, sah, when old Brer Terrapin pull he head in he 
house, and shut up all the doors, and just give himself to study, 
when he do that there way, the old man ain’t just dozing away the 
time. Don’t you mind, sah, he have a mighty bright eye, Brer 
Terrapin have, sah. 

Well, Brer Terrapin, he say he run the race, if he can run in the 
water, ’cause he ’low he mighty slow on the foots. And Brer Deer 
and Brer Coon, they talk it over to theyselves, and they ‘low Brer 
Deer mighty slow in the water, and so they set the race long the 
river bank. Brer Deer, he gwine run seven miles on the bank, and 
Brer Terrapin, he gwine run ‘long the shore in the water, and he 
say every mile he gwine raise he head out the water and say, 
“Oho! here I is.” 

Den Brer Deer and Brer Coon laugh to burst theyselves, ’cause 
they lay out for Brer Terrapin done pass the first mile, Brer Deer 
done win the race. 

Well, sah, Brer Terrapin he have six brothers, and he set one in 
the water every mile, and he set one in the water at the starting- 
place, and the old man, he set hisself in the water at the seven-mile 
post. O my, massa, dat old Brer Terrapin, he got a head on hisself, 
he surely have. 
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Well, Brer Coon and Brer Deer, they come down to the water, 
and they see Brer Terrapin out there in the water, an’ Brer Coon, 
he place Brer Deer, and tell him hold on till he get hisself there, 
"cause he bound to see the end of the race. So he get on the 
horse and whip up, and directly Brer Deer and Brer Terrapin 
start out, and when Brer Deer come to the first milestone he stick 
his head out the water, and he say, “Oho, here I is!” and Brer 
Deer, he just set to faster, ‘cause he know Brer Terrapin mighty 
short-winded, but when he git to the two-mile post, sure ’nough, 
there Brer Terrapin stick he head out and say, ‘Oho, here I is!” 
and Brer Deer, he that astonished he nigh ’bout break down, but he 
set to and do he best, and when he come to the three-mile post, 
*fore God if there ain’t Brer Terrapin’s head come out the water, 
and he just holler out, “Oho, here I is!” 

But Brer Deer he push on, and every mile that there bodacious 
old Brer Terrapin. Well, when Brer Deer come a-puffing and a-blow- 
ing up to the last-most post, and Brer Coon set there on the horse, 
and just ‘fore Brer Deer come up, if there ain’t sure ’nough old 
Brer Terrapin, just where he done been waiting all the time, and 
just fore Brer Deer fotch round ¢he bend, he just stick up he head 
and say, “Oho, Brer Deer, here I is for yourself!” 

But Brer Terrapin never tell the gals bout his management, and 
how he get there that soon. 


Il. WHEN MR. TERRAPIN WENT RIDING ON THE CLOUDS. 


Have they done tell you "bout ole Mr. Grumble Terrapin? Well, 
one day ole Brer Terrapin was mighty bad, and making up a poor 
mouth, and a-grumbling and a-fussing, cause he have to creep on 
the ground. When he meet Brer Rabbit, he grumble ’cause he 
can’t run like Brer Rabbit, an’ when he meet Brer Buzzard he 
grumble ’cause he can’t fly in the clouds like Brer Buzzard, and so 
grumble, grumble, constant. 

Well, the folkses stand it till they nigh bout wore out, and so 
they ’gree amongst theyselves, the folkses did, and they ’gree how 
they gwine take Brer Terrapin up in the clouds and drop him. 

So one day, when Brer Terrapin grumble to Miss Crow he can’t 
fly in the clouds, Miss Crow she say, she did, “Brer Terrapin, go 
get on my back, and I give you a ride in the clouds.” So Brer 
Terrapin, he mighty set up in he mind, and he get on Miss Crow’s 
back, and they sail off fine, and they sails this yer way, and they 
sails that yer way. Brer Terrapin; he look down on all he friends, 
and he feel that proudful he don’t take no noticement when they 
take off they hats. to hisself. 

But presently Miss Crow she get tired, and so she say, old Miss 
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Crow did, “This yer just as high as I can go, Brer Terrapin, but 
here come Brer Buzzard; he can fly heap higher than what I can, 
Brer Buzzard can, and you just get on his back, and he sail you heap 
higher.” 

So Brer Terrapin, he get on Brer Buzzard back, and they sail up 
higher and higher, till Brer Terrapin can’t make out he friends 
when they take off they hats to hisself, and he say that the bestest 
day of his life, Brer Terrapin do, and they sails over the woods, and 
they sails over the waters. 

Then Brer Buzzard, he get broke down a-toting Brer Terrapin, 
and he “low: “This here just as high as I can go, Brer Terrapin, 
but there come Miss Hawk; she can go a heap higher than what I 
can,” and Miss Hawk she say she be delighted to take Brer Terra- 
pin to ride, —that just what Miss Hawk done tell Brer Terrapin. 

So Brer Terrapin, he get on Miss Hawk’s back, and they go 
higher and higher, and Brer Terrapin he ’joy it fine, and he say to 
hisself, “Ise getting up in the clouds now, sure ’nough.” 

But directly here come King Eagle, and he say, “Oho, Brer 
Terrapin, you don’t call this yer sailing. Oho, Sis Hawk, if you 
gwine sail Brer Terrapin, why don’t you take him up where he can 
get a sight?” But Miss Hawk, she ’bliged to ’low that just as high 
as she can go. 

Then King Eagle say, “Well, just get on my back, and get a sure 
’‘nough ride.” So Brer Terrapin, he get on King Eagle’s back, and 
they go up and up, till ole Brer Terrapin he get skeered, and he 
beg King Eagle to get down; but King Eagle, he just laugh and sail 
higher and higher, till old Brer Terrapin say to hisself he wish he 
neber study ’bout flying in the clouds, and he say, Brer Terrapin 
did: “Oh please, King Eagle, take me down; I that skeered, I’se 
*bout to drop,” and he fault hisself cause he was such a grumbling 
fool, and he say to hisself, if he ever get on he own foots once more, 
he never grumble ’cause he can’t fly in the clouds, but King Eagle, 
he just make like he gwine up higher and higher, and poor old Brer 
Terrapin, he dat skeered, he can’t hold on much more, and he ’bout 
lose he hold. 

Just den he think how he got a spool of thread in he pocket, what 
Miss Terrapin done send him to fetch home from the store that 
day, and he tie the end to King Eagle’s leg, unbeknownst to him, 
Brer Terrapin did, and then he drop de spool, and he take hold of 
the thread, and hold it fast in he hands, and he slip down to the 
ground, and you never hear old Brer Terrapin grumble ’cause he 
can’t run or fly, ’cause the old man he done fly that yer day to satisfy 
hisself, that he did, sure’s yer born, he did fly that yer day. 
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Ill WHY THE SPIDER NEVER GOT IN THE ARK. 


The spider ain’t one of the sure ’nough creeping things what was 
in the ark, bless your soul no, Miss, that he ain’t; the spider am on 
this here earth just as a’minder what we be fetch back to, if we 
don’t walk with the Lord Jesus. 

In the long time back, the black man he have no Lord Jesus, he 
only have the great God of the mountain; and the black man he 
mighty big sinner, and the great God, he just ’bliged to hold the 
sinner in, and sometimes he have to make a zmstrerment (instru- 
ment). 

Well, Miss, one year the peoples was mighty gone away; I can’t 
just tell you all the sins they done commit, ’cause I’s mighty old, 
and I’ve seen a heap of trouble, and when I done hear the old folks 
tell it I was just a chap, but the great God he send the fever, 
and he make all the crops burn up on the face of the earth, and 
he do heap more works, and ever what I just disremembers;; I’ve 
seen a heap of trouble, Miss, but they hard-headed and rebelling, 
they just go on after Satan. And the great God, he have to make 
a instrerment, and he do it this yer way. The great feast time was 
come, the sacred feast when they all know they have to bring the 
offerings to the great God; but old Satan, he ’suade them to have it 
a dance feast; and the great God, he knew what a working in they 
mind, so in the night, before he make a instrerment, he make a 
great spider, more big than that church over there, Miss, and before 
daybreak that spider done spin a web more than a mile; it take in 
all the feast ground, but it so fine no sinner man could see it; 
and when they go up to the sinful frolic, that web it just take them 
in, and they go round and round on it, till they come to the great 
spider’s mouth, and he swallow them up, the last one of them. 
After that the spider, he get smaller and smaller, till these here 
times he just a little chap, what the Lord just suffer to go about 
for a ’minder, but he was never in the ark, Lord bless you, no, 
Miss. 


Iv. HOW COME BRER BAR SLEEP IN THE WINTER. 


When the animals was young, Brer Bar, he never sleep in the 
winter, no more’n the rest. The way it was in them days, old man 
Bar was flying roun’ more same than the tother creeters, and he 
was the meanest one in the lot, and ’cause he the biggest he get in 
he mind that he king of the country, and the way he put on the 
animals was scand’lous, that it was. 

Well, they was all crossways wid the old man a long time, but 
they bound to step up when he tell ’em, cause you kin see in these 
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times old Brer Bar ain’t a powerful man, but he just oxery side what 
he was in the old times. ’Pears like all the animals is getting 
mighty low down these yer times, ’cept old Sis Coon, and sure you 
born she get more heady ebery year. 

Well, they talk it over ’twixt themselves many and many a day, 
how they gwine take down Mr. Bar. They know he mighty man to 
sleep in the dark, and one day Brer Rabbit ‘low that they stop the 
old man up when he sleep in a dark tree; he take a mighty long 
nap, and they get a little comfort. 

So they all watch out, and when the old man sleep that night in 
a hollow tree they all turn in and tote rocks and brush, and stop 
up the hole. 

And sure ’nough, when morning come, Brer Bar don’t know it, 
and he just sleep on; when he wake up he see it all dark, and he say 
day ain’t break yet, and he turn over and go sleep, and there the old 
man sleep just that a way till the leaves turn out the trees, and I 
"spect the old man been sleeping there to this day; but the animals, 
they all hold the old man dead for sure, and they just feel a meddle- 
somness to move them rocks; and when they let the light in, old 
Brer Bar he just crack he eye and stretch hisself and come out, and 
when he see the spring done come he say, the old man did, that he 
done had a mighty comfortable winter, and from that time every 
year, when the cold come, old Brer Bar go to sleep. 


V. HOW COME MR. BUZZARD TO HAVE A BALD HEAD. 


One day, in the old times, Ann Nancy started out to find a good 
place for to build her house; she walk on till she find a break in a 
nice damp rock, and she set down to rest, and take ’servation of the 
points to throw her threads. 

Presently, she hear a gret floppin’ of wings, and the old Mr. 
Buzzard come flying down and light on the rock, with a big piece 
of meat in he mouth. Ann Nancy, she scroon in the rock and look 
out, and she hear Mr. Buzzard say, “Good safe, good safe, come 
down, come down,” and sure ’nough, when he say it three times, a 
safe come down, and Mr. Buzzard, he open the door and put in he 
meat and say, “Good safe, good safe, go up, go up,” and it go up 
aright, and Mr. Buzzard fly away. 

Then Ann Nancy, she set and study ’bout it, cause she done see 
the safe was full of all the good things she ever hear of, and it come 
across her mind to call it and see if it come down; so she say, like. 
Mr. Buzzard, “ Good safe, good safe, come down, come down,” and 
sure ’nough, when she say it three times, down it come, and she 
open the door and step in, and she say, “Good safe, good safe, go 
up, go up,” and up she go, and she eat her fill, and have a fine time. 
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Directly she hear a voice say, “Good safe, good safe, come down, 
come down,” and the safe start down, and Ann Nancy, she so 
scared, she don’t know what to do, but she say soft and quickly, 
“Good safe, go up,” and it stop, and go up a little, but Mr. Buzzard 
say, ‘Good safe, come down, come down,” and down it start, and 
poor Ann Nancy whisper quick, “ Go up, good safe, go up,” and it 
go back. And so they go fora long time, only Mr. Buzzard can’t 
hear Ann Nancy, ’cause she whisper soft to the safe, and he cock 
he eye in ’stonishment to see the old safe bob up and down, like it 
gone ’stracted. 

So they keep on, “Good safe, good safe, come down,” “ Good 
safe, good safe, go up,” till poor Ann Nancy’s brain get ’fused, and 
she make a slip and say, “Good safe, come down,” and down it 
come. 

Mr. Buzzard, he open the do’, and there he find Ann Nancy, and 
he say, “Oh you poor mis’rable creeter,” and he just ’bout to eat 
her up, when poor Ann Nancy, she begged so hard, and compliment 
his fine presence, and compare how he sail in the clouds while 
she ’bliged to crawl in the dirt, till he that proudful and set up he 
feel mighty pardoning spirit, and he let her go. 

But Ann Nancy ain’t got no gratitude in her mind; she feel she 
looked down on by all the creeters, and it sour her mind and tem- 
per. She ain’t gwine forget anybody what cross her path, no, that 
she don’t, and while she spin her house she just study constant how 
she gwine get the best of every creeter. 

She knew Mr. Buzzard’s weak point am he stomach, and one day 
she make it out dat she make a dining, and ’vite Mr. Buzzard and 
Miss Buzzard and the chillens. Ann Nancy, she know how to set 
out a-dining for sure, and when they all done got sot down to the 
table, and she mighty busy passing the hot coffee to Mr. Buzzard 
and the little Buzzards, she have a powerful big pot of scalding 
water ready, and she lip it all over poor old Mr. Buzzard’s head, and 
the poor old man go bald-headed from that day. And he don’t 
forget it on Ann Nancy, ’cause you ’serve she de onliest creeter on 
the top side the earth what Mr. Buzzard don’t eat. 


VI. THE WOOLLY CROWS. 


Yes, sah, it do look like them was crows sure enough, but, sah, 
them ’s only the old time woolly crows, and if you go over yon by 
the woods, and shoot at ’em, you fetch down just bits of wool, but 
no man ever fetch down them crows. 

It’s mighty cur’ous "bout them crows, sure, but they done been 
flying right there every corn season since my ’membrance, but they 
can’t hurt the corn, ’cause their mouths full of wool. 
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Well, I hearn ’em tell how one season, long ’fore my time, the 
folks was tormented by the crows to beat all; and the more they 
shoots, ’pears like the more they come, till all the county was black 
with ’em; and when the corn laid by, then the black rascals turn 
in, and go for to ’stroy all the little young birds what’s in the 
nestes. 

The old birds, they take on powerful, but they can’t help they- 
selves, till one day them crows, they find Mr. Mockingbird’s nestes, 
and just ’stroy it. 

Well, sah, Mr. Mockingbird, he have a mightly long ’membrance, 
and he call he mind how one time old Massa James had a sheep to 
die, and the crows done pick the last bone. 

Well, sah, this was a fact: Mr. Mockingbird, he tell all the birds 
what was in he mind, and them birds, if they don’t all turn in and 
tote wool to the old tub of tar what stand by the house lot, till 
they done cover it all plum over, and it look like the old sheep, 
sure ’nough. 

Well, sah, when old Miss Crow come sailing ’long, she cock her 
eye down on that yer wool and she say to herself, that yer was a 
sheep, sure, and she make off and tell all the crow’s family, and 
they all come and dive into that old tar what’s covered with wool, 
and they just bound in reason to get their mouths full of tar and 
wool, what they can’t spit out. 

Then they stand round a bit and look foolish, then they fly 
round and round, but they can’t eat no more corn; so nobody take 
noticement now, but every corn season yet them woolly crows fly 
over that field constant. 


VII. HOW COME THE PIGS CAN SEE THE WIND. 


Did you done hear how come that old Sis Pig can see the wind? 
Well, to be sure, ain’t you never hear that? Well, don’t you take 
noticement, many and many a time, how unrestful, and ’stracted 
like, the pigs is, when the wind blows, and how they squeal, and run 
this yer way and that yer way, like they’s ’stracted? 

Well, sah, all dat gwine on is along of the fact that they can see 
the wind. 

One time the old sow, she have five little pigs, — four black and 
one white one. 

Now old Brer Wolf, he have a mighty good mouth for pig meat, 
and he go every night and walk round and round Miss Pig’s house, 
but Sis Pig, she have the door lock fast. 

One night, he dress up just like he was a man, and he put a tall 
hat on he head, and shoes on he foots; he take a sack of corn, and 
he walk hard, and make a mighty fuss on the brick walk, right up 
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to the door, and he knock loud on the door in a great haste, and Sis 
Pig, she say, ‘“ Who there?” and Brer Wolf say up, loud and power- 
ful, Brer Wolf did, “ Quit your fooling, old woman, I is the master, 
come for to put my mark on the new pigs; turn ’em loose here 
lively.” 

And old Sis Pig, she mighty skeered, but she feared not to turn 
“em out ; so she crack the door, and turn out the four black pigs, but 
the little white pig, he am her eyeballs, the little white pig was, and 
when he turn come, she just shut the door and hold it fast. 

And Brer Wolf, he turn down the corn, and just pick up the four 
little pigs and tote’em off home; but when they done gone, he 
mouth hone for the little pig, but Sis Pig, she keep him mighty 
close. One night Brer Wolf was wandering up and down the 
woods, and he meet up with old Satan, and he ax Brer Wolf, old 
Satan did, can he help him, and Brer Wolf he just tell him what on 
he mind, and old Satan told him to lead on to Miss Pig’s house, and 
he help him out. 

So Brer Wolf he lead on, and directly there Sis Pig’s house, and 
old Satan, he ’gin to puff and blow, and puff and blow, till Brer 
Wolf he that skeered, Brer Wolf is, that he hair fairly stand on 
end; and Miss Pig she done hear the mighty wind, and the house 
a-cracking, and they hear her inside down on her knees, just calling 
on God A’mighty for mercy; but old Satan, he puff and blow, and 
puff and blow, and the house crack and tremble, and he say, old 
Satan did, “ You hear this yer mighty wind, Sis Pig, but if you look 
this yer way you can see it. 

And Sis Pig, she that skeered, she crack the door and look out, 
and there she see old Satan’s breath, like red smoke, blowing on the 
house, and from that day the pigs can see the wind, and it look red, 
the wind look red, sah. How we know that? I tell you how we 
know that, sah: if anybody miss a pig and take the milk, then they 
can see the wind, and they done tell it was red. 


Emma M. Backus. 
SALUDA, N.C. 


Epitor’s Nore. — In printing the tales here given, the dialect has been dis- 
regarded, so far as phonetic variations are concerned; on the other hand, the 
errors of grammar, abbreviations, and syncopations have been retained. The 
spelling has been changed to the common English form, except in the case of 
a very few words, so familiar as to be perfectly comprehensible. It is obviously 
impossible by means of the regular alphabet to reproduce negro dialect with any 
accuracy. A phonetic alphabet is essential for such purpose, and it is desirable 
that a certain number of texts in such alphabet be noted, but evidently useless to 
multiply such texts. The dialect being once given, any person who has made 
himself master of it can read the common English orthography with proper dia- 
lectic sound and inflection. The dropping of the 7, the alteration of 24 into d, 
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and similar changes, can easily be reproduced. But the attempt to indicate the 
manner of enunciation by the usual English signs results in confusions and con- 
tradictions innumerable, and after all the dialect is without interest, save for those 
previously intimate with it. An equally serious fault is that the meaning and 
real interest of the tale is disguised ; a dialectic story is apt to be a mere piece of 
jargon, in which the lack of deep human interest is atoned for by a spelling which 
is usually mere affectation. As an individual opinion, and with reservation of the 
right to alter the method in any particular case, the advice may be given to col- 
lectors, to follow the expression of the reciters word for word, to observe elisions 
and contractions, but otherwise to use ordinary English orthography. If they are 
capable of indicating the peculiarities of the dialect by means of a phonetic alpha- 
bet, or even by a minute account of the manner of treating the different letters, so 
much the better. This counsel is intended, not to contradict but to emphasize 
the principle, that the utility of a record depends upon its faithfulness word for 
word ; no attempt need be made to correct the grammar. 


BE-V{(=\-Me) dal: Mat-le)elimicelaimer-lolaelt-My (-1e | else 
Emma M. Backus. 
The Journal of American Folklore, 1899, Vol. 12, No. 45, 
pp. 108-115 
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TALES OF THE RABBIT FROM GEORGIA NEGROES. 


HOW BRER RABBIT PRACTISE MEDICINE. 


OLE BrER Rassit had a bad name for a partner, but one time he 
get Mr. Wolf to work a crop on shares with him, and they have a 
*greement writ out on paper, how in the harvest they gwine divide 
half and half. Mr. Rabbit know Ole Mr. Wolf mighty good hand in 
the field, and sure to make a good crop. But when Ole Brer Rab- 
bit set in to work, he get mighty tired, and the corn rows, they 
look so mighty long, and he ’gin to lag behind and work he brain. 

Presen’ly he jump to the work, and make he hoe cut the air, 
and soon cotch up with Mr. Wolf, and he open the subject of the 
education in medicine, and he tell how he am a reg’lar doctor, and 
got his ’plomy in a frame to home, but he say he don’t know how 
all the patients gwine get on. Now-he turn over the farming, and 
Ole Mr. Wolf ax how much money he get for he doctoring, and 
when he hear so much, he tell Mr. Rabbit to go when he have a 
call, and put by the money, and in the fall put in the crop money 
and then divide. So that night Mr. Rabbit, he ’struct his chillens 
how they got for to run and call him frequent, and how they got to 
tell Mr. Wolf they wants the doctor. 

And sure ’nough, Mr. Rabbit ain’t more’n in the front row next 
day, when here come little Rab all out of breath and say, “Some- 
body send in great ’stress for the doctor.” Mr. Rabbit make out 
like he can’t go and leave Mr. Wolf to do all the work, but Mr. 
Wolf studying bout that big fee Brer Rabbit gwine turn in the 
company, and he tell him, “Go ’long, he can get on with the work.” 
So Mr. Rabbit clips off in great haste, and he just go down on the 
edge of the woods, and what you ’spect he do? Well, sah, he just 
stretch hisself out in the shade of a swamp maple and take a nap, 
while Ole Mr. Wolf was working in the corn rows in the hot sun. 
When Mr. Rabbit sleep he nap out, he set up and rub he eyes, then 
he loony off down by the spring for a drink, then he come running 
and puffing like he been running a mile, and tell Mr. Wolf what a 
mighty sick patient he got, and make out like he that wore out he 
can’t more ’n move the hoe. 

Well, when they come back from dinner, Mr. Rabbit, he strike 
and make he hoe fly, but directly here come little Rab for the doc- 
tor, and Ole Mr. Rabbit, he take hisself off for ’nother nap, and 
matters goes on just dis yer way all summer. Ole Mr. Wolf, he 
have to do all the work, but he comfort himself with the ’flection, 
that he have half them big fees what Brer Rabbit turning in to the 
company money. 
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Well, when the fodder done pulled, and all the crop done sold, 
and they go for to count the money, Mr. Wolf ax Brer Rabbit 
where the doctor’s fees what he gwine turn in. Brer Rabbit say 
they all such slow pay, he can’t collect it. Then they fell out, and 
Mr. Wolf that mad, he say he gwine eat Brer Rabbit right there, 
and make an end of he tricks. But Mr. Rabbit beg that they take 
the trouble up to the court-house to Judge Bar. So they loony off 
to the court-house, and the old judge say it were a jury case, and he 
send Sheriff Coon out to fetch the jurymans, and he say, “ Don’ you 
fotch no mans here, ’cepter they be more fool than the parties in the 
case.” But Sheriff Coon ’low he don’ know where he gwine find 
any man what’s more fool than Brer Wolf’s in dis yer case, but he 
take out down the county, and by and by he seed a man rolling a 
wheelbarrow what ain’t got nothing in it round the house and round 
the house, and he ax him what he doing that for? And he say, he 
trying to wheel some sunshine in the house. Sheriff Coon say, 
“You is the man I wants to come with me and sot on the jury.” 

They go ‘long, and directly they see a man pulling a long rope up 
a tall tree that stand ’longside a house ; they ax him what he gwine 
do? He say he gwine to haul a bull up on top of the house to eat 
the moss off the roof, and Sheriff Coon say, “I'll be bound you is 
my man for the jury, and you must go long with we all to the court.” 
So they take their way back to the court-house, then they have a 
great time taking evidence and argufying. 

Ole Brer Wolf, he set up there, and ’sider every word of the 
evidence, but Ole Brer Rabbit he lean back and shut he eye, and 
work he brain on he own account. He settin’ right close to the 
door; when the lawyer done get everybody worked up so they take 
no noticement, Brer Rabbit just slip softly out the back door, and 
he creep ’round the side of the cabin back to where ole Judge Bar 
set wid de bag of money on the floor, and what you ’spect? When 
they all talking, Ole Brer Rabbit just slide he hand in the crack, and 
softly slip out the bag of money, and take out home, and leave the 
case in the care of the court. That just like ole man Rabbit. 


WHY THE PEOPLE TOTE BRER RABBIT FOOT IN THEIR POCKET. 


Well, sah, that’s cause Ole Brer Rabbit done killed the last witch 
what ever live. 

They tells how they done hang some of ’em, and burn some, till 
they get mighty scarce, but there was one ole witch what was risin’ 
on five hundred years old, and cause she keep clear of all the folks 
what try to catch her, they done name her Ole Mammy Witch 
Wise. 

Well, she do carry on to beat all them times, she ’witch all the 
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folks, and she ’witch all the animals, and when they go to get their 
meal out some of the gardens, she just watch them animals, and 
they can’t get in to save ’em, and they all nigh ’bout starved out, 
that they was, and they all hold a big consertation and talk over 
what they gwine do. 

They was a mighty ornery lookin’ set, just nigh bout skin an’ 
bone, but when Ole Brer Rabbit come in, they ’serve how he mighty 
plump and fine order, and they ax him, however he so mighty pros- 
p’rous and they all in such powerful trouble. And then he ’low, 
Brer Rabbit did, dat Ole Mammy Witch Wise can’t ’witch him, 
and he go in the gardens more same as ever. 

Why, Ole Mammy Wise don’t ’low the animals get in the garden, 
she just want the pick of ’em herself, cause she don’t have no garden 
that year; but when she set her mind on some Major Brayton’s 
pease, she just put the pot on the fire, an’ when the water bile 
smart, she just talk in the pot and say, “Bile pease, bile pease,” and 
there they come, sure ’nough, for dinner ; but you see if the animals 
done been troubling them pease, and there ain’t no pease on the vine, 
then she call ’em in the pot. 

So she just keep the creeters out till they nigh ’bout broke down, 
and they ax Brer Rabbit, can’t he help ’em? Brer Rabbit scratch 
he head, but he don’t say nothin’, ’cause I tell you, when Ole Brer 
Rabbit tell what he gwine do, then you just well know that just 
what he ain’ gwine do, ’case he’s a man what don’t tell what he 
mind set on. 

So he don’t make no promise, but he study constant how he 
gwine kill Ole Mammy Witch Wise. He know all ’bout how the 
old woman slip her skin every night, and all the folks done try all 
the plans to keep her out till the rooster crow in the morning, ’cause 
every witch, what’s out the skin when the roosters crow, can’t 
never get in the skin no mo’; but they never get the best of the Ole 
Witch Wise, and she rising five hundred years old. Brer Rabbit he 
go off hisself, and set in the sun on the sand bed and rum’nate. 
And you may be sure, when you see the old man set all to hisself 
on the sand bed, he mind just working. Well, sah, that night, he 
go in the garden and take a good turn of peppers, and tote them up 
to Ole Mammy Witch Wise house, and just he ’spect, there he find 
her skin in the porch, just where she slip it off to go on her tricks, 
and what you ’spect he do? Well, sah, he just mash them peppers 
to a mush, and rub ’em all inside the Ole Witch Wise skin, and then 
he set hisself under the porch for to watch. 

Just ’fore crowing time, sure ’nough, there come the ole woman, 
sailing along in a hurry, cause she know she ain’t got long, but when 
she go for to put on her skin, it certainly do bite her, and she say, 
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“ Skinnie, skinnie, don’t you know me, skinnie?” But it bite more 
same than before, and while she fooling with it, sure ’nough the 
rooster done crow, and the ole woman just fall over in a fit. And 
in the morning Brer Rabbit notify the animals, and they gravel a 
place and burn her. And the colored people, they find out how 
Brer Rabbit get the best of the Mammy Witch Wise, and then they 
tell the white folks, and that why nigh "bout all the rich white folks 
totes a rabbit foot in their pocket, ’cause it keeps off all the bad 
luck, and it do that, sure’s yo’ born.} 


BRER RABBIT BORN TO LUCK. 


You hear, sah, how Brer Rabbit’s left foot fetch you luck when 
you tote it constant in your pocket. It most surely do that, sah, 
*cause that Ole Brer Rabbit be just born to luck. Now this yer 
one time when the luck come to hisself. 

Ole Miss Rabbit, she ’low she ’bliged to have a spring house; she 
say, Ole Miss Rabbit did, how Miss Fox and Miss Coon have the 
nice spring house, and she ’clare she plum broke down worritting 
herself trying to keep house, and no spring house. 

Now Brer Rabbit, he promise and he promise, but Brer Rabbit 
don’t have no honing to handle the mattocks, no sah, that he don’t. 
Brer Rabbit is pow’ful dext’rous to work with he head, but Brer 
Rabbit ain’t no half strainer to work with he hands. 

But Ole Miss Rabbit, she kept worriting the old man constant ; 
she ’low how she ’bliged to have that spring house, and she ’bliged 
to have it to once. 

Well, when she rear and charge on the old man, that powerful 
that he can’t put her off no more, then Brer Rabbit, he just go 
off to hisself, and study what he gwine do ’bout that ornery old 
spring house, but he can’t see he way, till it come to he mind ’bout 
Ole Mammy Witch Wise, her what were the old woman what save 
up a bag of gold. Then, the night fore she die, she bury the bag 
where the creeters can’t find it. That night she pass by all the 
creeters’ houses and shake the bag, and they hear the chink of the 
gold, and in the morning Ole Mammy Witch Wise was dead and 
the gold was gone. 

Well, sah, Brer Rabbit he go and see all the creeters, and he let 
on how he done have a token what tell him where Ole Mammy 
Witch Wise bury the gold, and that Ole Brer Rabbit, he bodaciously 
"low how the token point to the bed in the spring what run long 
side he garden, and he say, Brer Rabbit do, if they all turn in and 

1 Not only the colored people and poor whites, but a large number of the 


prosperous business men, in the cities of the South, are never without a rabbit’s 
foot in their pockets. 
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make a dam and hold the water back, they most surely find the 
gold. 

Now Ole Brer Rabbit don’t have no feelings that gold anywhere 
in them parts. Well, sah, the creeters they low to theyselves Brer 
Rabbit a mighty generous man to let them in, and they fetch they 
mattocks and they spades, and they dig, and Brer Rabbit he sit up 
on the dam and locate the spot, and he say to hisself that old spring 
house getting on mighty smart, when I ’clare ’fore the Lord, Brer 
Wolf’s mattocks strike kerchink, an’ out fly the gold, it most surely 
did, and the creeters they just jump in the hole and pick up the 
money. But Ole Brer Rabbit never lose he head, that he don’t, 
and he just push the rocks out the dam, and let the water on and 
drown the lastest one of them critters, and then he picks up the 
gold, and course Ole Miss Rabbit done get her spring house, but 
bless your soul, sah, that only just one they times when Ole Brer 
Rabbit have luck. 


WHY MR. DOG RUNS BRER RABBIT. 


One morning, Mr. Buzzard he say he stomach just hungry for 
some fish, and he tell Mrs. Buzzard he think he go down to the 
branch, and catch some for breakfast. So he take he basket, and 
he sail along till he come to the branch. 

He fish right smart, and by sun up he have he basket plum full. 
But Mr. Buzzard am a powerful greedy man, and he say to hisself, 
he did, I just catch one more. But while he done gone for this last 
one, Brer Rabbit he came along, clipity, clipity, and when he see 
basket plum full of fine whitefish he stop, and he say, “I ‘clare to 
goodness, the old woman just gwine on up to the cabin, ’cause they 
got nothing for to fry for breakfast. I wonder what she think of 
this yer fish,” and so he put the basket on he head, Brer Rabbit did, 
and make off to the cabin. 

Direc’ly he meet up with Mr. Dog, and he ax him where he been 
fishing that early in the day, and Brer Rabbit he say how he done 
sot on the log ‘longside of the branch, and let he tail hang in the 
water and catch all the fish, and he done tell Mr. Dog, the old rascal 
did, that he tail mighty short for the work, but that Mr. Dog’s tail 
just the right sort for fishing. 

So Mr. Dog, he teeth just ache for them whitefish, and he go set 
on the log and hang he tail in the water, and it mighty cold for he 
tail, and the fish don’t bite, but he mouth just set for them fish, and 
so he just sot dar, and it turn that cold that when he feel he gin up, 
sure’s you born, Mr. Dog, he tail froze fast in the branch, and he 
call he chillens, and they come and break the ice. 

And then, to be sure, he start off to settle Ole Brer Rabbit, and 
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he get on he track and he run the poor ole man to beat all, and 
directly he sight him he run him round and round the woods and 
holler, “ Hallelujah! hallelujah!” and the puppies come on behind, 
and they holler, “Glory! glory!” and they make such a fuss, all the 
creeters in the woods, they run to see what the matter. Well, sah, 
from that day, Mr. Dog he run Brer Rabbit, and when they just get 
gwine on the swing in the big woods, you can hear ole Ben dar just 
letting hisself out, “Hallelujah! hallelujah!” and them pups just 
gwine “Glory! glory!” and it surely am the sound what has the 
music dar, it surely has the music dar. 


HOW BRER RABBIT BRING DUST OUT OF THE ROCK. 


Mr. Fox, he have a mighty handsome daughter, and all the chaps 
was flying round her to beat all. 

Brer Coon, Brer Wolf, Brer Rabbit, and Brer Possum was a 
courting of her constant, and they all ax Brer Fox for he daughter. 

Now the gal, she favor Brer Rabbit in her mind, but she don’t let 
on who her favor is, but just snap her eyes on ’em all. 

Now Ole Brer Rabbit, he ain’t so mighty handsome, and he ain’t 
no proudful man, that’s sure, but somehow it ’pears like he do have 
a mighty taking way with the gals. 

Well, wen they all done ax Ole Man Fox for his daughter, he ax 
the gal, do she want Brer Wolf? And she toss her head and ’low 
Brer Wolf too bodaciously selfish ; she say, “‘ Brer Wolf’s wife never 
get a bite of chicken breast while she live.” 

Then the ole man, he ax her how she like Brer Possum? and she 
just giggle and ’low “ Brer Possum mighty ornery leetle ole man, 
and he ’longs to a low family anyhow.” And Ole Man Fox, he ’low, 
“Dat’s so for a fact,’ and he sound her ’fections for Brer Coon, 
but she make out Brer Coon pass all ’durance. Then the ole man 
he tell her Brer Rabbit done ax for her too, and she make out 
like she mighty took ’back, and “low she don’t want none of that 
lot. 

Then Ole Brer Fox, he say that the gal was too much for him ; 
but he tell the chaps to bring up the big stone hammer, and they 
can all try their strength on the big step rock what they use for a 
horse block, and the one what can pound dust out of the rock shall 
have the gal. 

Then Brer Rabbit, he feel mighty set down on, ’cause he know all 
the chaps can swing the stone hammer to beat hisself, and he go off 
sorrowful like and set on the sand bank. He set a while and look 
east, and then he turn and set a while and look west, but may be you 
don’t know, sah, Brer Rabbit sense never come to hisself ’cepting 
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When it just come to hisself what he gwine to do, he jump up 
and clip it off home, and he hunt up the slippers and he fill them 
with ashes, and Lord bless your soul, the ole chap know just what 
them slippers do ‘bout the dust out of the rock. 

Well, the next morning they was all dar soon. Ole Brer Rabbit, 
the last one, come limping up like he mighty lame, and being so, he 
the last one on the land, ’cause he have last chance. 

Now Brer Wolf, he take the big hammer and he fotch it down 
hard, and Brer Wolf mighty strong man in them days, but he ain't 
fetch no dust. Then Brer Coon and Brer Possum, they try, but Ole 
Man Fox he say, he don’t see no dust, and Miss Fox she to ’hind 
the window. curtain and giggle, and Ole Man Fox he curl the lip 
and he say, Brer Rabbit, it you turn now. Brer Wolf he look on 
mighty scornful, and Brer Rabbit have just all he can do to fotch 
up the big hammer; it so hard he just have to stand on tiptoe in he 
slippers, and when the hammer come down, he heels come down sish, 
and the dust fly so they can’t see the ole chap for the dust. 

But Ole Brer Rabbit, he don’t count that nothing but just one of 
his courting tricks. 


WHEN BRER RABBIT SAVE THE PIG. 


One winter, ’bout a week to Christmas, Brer Rabbit he have a 
pen full of powerful fat hogs, just honing for the smoke-house. 
Now you mightn’t think it, sah, but Brer Rabbit was a mighty 
frolicsome chap when he was a young man, attending on the gals 
nigh ’bout every night. 

Now Brer Bar and Brer Wolf have they mind on them hogs con- 
stant, but they feared Brer Rabbit got some trap set unbeknownst 
to theyselves. 

One night Brer Rabbit, he go up to pay he ’dresses to Mr. Wolf's 
daughter. Now this yer Miss Wolf was a mighty prideful gal, and 
she keep Brer Rabbit waiting on the porch a powerful long time, 
while she get on her meeting clothes. 

Well, whiles Brer Rabbit was a waiting, all to once he hear he 
name round the corner the porch, and he cock up he ear, and sure 
‘nough dar he hear Brer Bar and Brer Wolf in cahoots for to steal 
he bestest pig. 

Brer Rabbit he listen, and they lay out they plans, how they 
gwine dress off the pig, and leave it un’neath the black gum-tree 
whilst they go for the cart, cause they ’spicious if they stop for to 
cut it up, Brer Rabbit gwine catch up with ’em. 

Well, Brer Rabbit, he shake hisself and go in, and pay he ’spects 
to Miss Wolf, but right soon he say he ’bliged to say good-night, 
and he clip it off to the black gum-tree, and he hide hisself in the 
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bushes. And sure ’nough, directly here come Brer Wolf and Brer 
Bar, with the pig done dressed for the smoke-house; they lay it 
down and cover it with brush, and strike out for the cart. 

Then that bodacious Brer Rabbit, he go softly through the bresh, 
and just creep inside that pig and lay hisself down, and he lay out 
to keep he eye open and watch out for the cart, but fore he know 
hisself he fall asleep. 

De firstest Brer Rabbit know, Brer Wolf and Brer Bar, they done 
lift the pig in the cart, and that ere Brer Rabbit on the inside the 
pig. 

Then Brer Rabbit, he grow faint-like, and then he just turn in 
and groan harder and harder; and Brer Wolf and Brer Bar, they 
make sure it am ole Satan hisself in the pig, and they just strike 
out the cart and burn the wind for home, and Brer Rabbit, he drive 
the cart home, and hang the pig in the smoke-house. 

Emma M. Backus. 
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FOLK-TALES FROM GEORGIA. 


I. WHEN BRER RABBIT GET BRER BEAR CHURCHED. 


OnE year Brer Bear he have a pen of fine hogs just ready for the 
smoke-house. But just before the Christmas season come on, every 
morning when Brer Bear fotch out his corn to feed the hogs, Brer 
Bear he done count them, and he find one gone; and the next morn- 
ing Brer Bear done count them, and he find one more gone; and so 
it go twell nigh ’bout the lastest one of Brer Bear’s fine fat hogs done 
gone. 

Now Brer Bear he ’low he bound to find out who the thief what 
steal his hogs; so all enduring the Christmas holidays Brer Bear 
he visit bout among his neighbors constant, and they all say, What 
come over Brer Bear, he getting that sociable. 

But when Brer Bear visiting, Brer Bear he be a-looking, and he 
be a-smelling for them fine hogs. 

Well, Brer Bear he go to visit Brer Fox, and he don’ see nothing 
and he don’ smell nothing ; and then Brer Bear he go visit Sis Coon, 
but he don’ smell nothing and he don’ see nothing; then Brer Bear 
he call on Brer Wolf, but he don’ see nothing and he don’ smell 
nothing. 

Then Brer Bear he call on Brer Rabbit. Brer Bear he knock on 
the door, and Miss Rabbit she open the door, and invite Brer Bear 
in, Brer Bear he say, “ Where Brer Rabbit ?”’ and Miss Rabbit she 
say, “Brer Rabbit gone to quarterly meeting,” being as he one of 
the stewards of the church. Miss Rabbit say, “ Brer Rabbit just feel 
bound to ’tend quarterly meeting.” 

Brer Bear he say he want a fresh drink, and he go out to the 
well-house, and he see where they been killing hogs. Now Brer 
Bear he know Brer Rabbit didn’t put no hogs up in the pen. Brer 
Bear he walk round and round, and he say, “I smell the blood of 
my land.” 

And Brer Bear he fault Miss Rabbit with Brer Rabbit stealing all 
his fine hogs, and Brer Bear he say how he going straight up to 
quarterly méeting to church Brer Rabbit, and he a steward of the 
church, and Brer Bear he roll his hands and arms in the blood 
and he say he going take the proof. 

Now Miss Rabbit certainly are a faithful wife. When Brer Bear 
start off down the big road towards the quarterly meeting, Miss 
Rabbit she take a short cut through the woods, lipity clipity. She 
get there before Brer Bear. 

.Miss Rabbit she go in and take a seat longside Brer Rabbit. She 
whisper in his ear, “ Trouble trouble, watch out. Brer Bear he say 
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he smell the blood of his land, trouble trouble.” Brer Rabbit he say, 
“Hush your mouth,” and he go on with the meeting. Now Brer 
Bear ain’t the onliest man what been losing hogs that Christmas. 
Brer Wolf he done lose some o’ his fine shotes ; somebody done take 
his onliest hog outen Brer Fox pen. They take it up in meeting and 
make it subject of inquiry. They put it on old Brer Rabbit, so the 
old man don’ know which way he going to get to, when Brer Bear 
walk in, and his hands and arms covered with the blood, what he 
take to prove up old Brer Rabbit before the meeting. 

Directly Brer Bear walk in the door with the blood on his hands, 
Brer Rabbit he clap his hands and he shout, “Praise the Lord, 
brethren! The Lord done deliver me and bring forth his witness!” 
and the people all that distracted they don’ listen to a word poor old 
Brer Bear say, but they all talk, and take votes, and they church old 
Brer Bear right there; and that why old Brer Bear ain’t no church- 
man. But Brer Rabbit he run the church yet, and they say how he 
never miss quarterly meeting. 


Il. WHEN BRER RABBIT WAS PRESIDIN’ ELDER, 


Now Brer Rabbit he never get to be no sure ’nough presidin’ 
elder. Brer Rabbit he always been a meeting going man, but it all 
along of his trifling ways that he never get no higher than a steward 
in the church. Brer Rabbit he never get to be a preacher, not to say 
a sure ’nough presidin’ elder. 

But one year Brer Rabbit he get powerful ambitious. He see all 
his neighbors building fine houses, and Brer Rabbit he say to his- 
self he going to have a fine house. So Brer Rabbit he study and he 
study how he going get the money for his house, and one day he 
say to Miss Rabbit, ‘ You bresh up my meeting clo’s.” 

So Miss Rabbit she get out Brer Rabbit’s meeting clo’s, and bresh 
em up, and take a few stitches, and make the buttons fast. 

One Saturday Brer Rabbit he put on all his meeting clo’s, and 
his churn hat, and take his bible and hymn-book, and cut hisself a 
fine walking cane, and Rrer Rabbit he start off. 

Brer Rabbit he take the circuit, and he preach in every church, 
and Brer Rabbit he say howhe be the presiding elder of the district, 
and how he taking up a collection to build a new parsonage; and 
being as Brer Rabbit am a powerful preacher when he aim to try 
hisself, and preach in the spirit, the people they give with a free 
hand. 

Brer Rabbit he know what he doing, Brer Rabbit do, and he ride 
the circuit just before Christmas, and they tells how nigh "bout the 
lastest one enduring the whole circuit done rob his Christmas for 
Brer Rabbit’s parsonage. 


Folk-Tales from Georgia. 21 


Well, when they see Brer Rabbit’s fine house going up and hear 
how Brer Rabbit done used they alls money, well, there was a time, 
you may be sure, and they church Brer Rabbit; but Brer Rabbit he 
don’t trouble hisself, he just go on and build his fine house. But 
bless you, the last shingle ain’t laid before here they come begging 
Brer Rabbit to come back in the church, ’cause Brer Rabbit be a 
good paying member. So Brer Rabbit he go back in the church 
and he live in his fine house and hold his head powerful high, and 
what the people done say they done say, but you may be sure they 
don’ say a word when Brer Rabbit listen. 


III. WHEN BRER WOLF HAVE HIS CORN SHUCKING. 


Brer Wolf he make a powerful crop of corn one year, and he 
turn it over in his mind how he going to get all that corn shucked, 
cause Brer Wolf mighty unpopular man with his neighbors, and 
when Brer Wolf have a corn shucking the creeters don’t turn out, 
like they do when Sis Coon have a corn shucking. 

But Brer Wolf he have a powerful handsome daughter on the car- 
pet. All the chaps about the county has their heads set to step up 
to Brer Wolf’s daughter. So Brer Wolf he send out word how the 
chap what shucks the most corn at his shucking shall have his 
handsome daughter. 

Well, the chaps they come from the fur end of Columbia County, 
and some come over from Richmond County, and they set to work, 
and they make the shucks fly, and each chap have a pile to hisself. 
Brer Coon he mighty set on Brer Wolf’s daughter, and Brer Coon 
he know hisself are powerful likely corn shucker, and Brer Coon he 
low to hisself how he have a right smart chance to get the gal. 

Brer Fox his head done plum turned when Miss Wolf roll her 
handsome eyes at hisself ; and so Brer Fox he get a pile to hisself 
and fall to work. 

Now old Brer Rabbit his heart set on the gal, but Brer Rabbit 
he are a mighty poor corn shucker. Brer Rabbit he jest naterally 
know he don’ stand no chance shucking a pile of corn and making 
time against Brer Coon. 

So Brer Rabbit he don’ waste hisself, Brer Rabbit don’, but Brer 
Rabbit he take his hat off and he go up to Brer Wolf, and he make 
his bow, and he ask Brer Wolf, If he learn his daughter to dance, 
can he have her? But Brer Wolf he say, “ What I said I said.” 
Well, Brer Rabbit he feel terrible put down, but he fall to, and he 
act most survigorous. He sing and he dance, and he dance and he 
sing, and he amuse the company most ’greeable like; and he sing 
before the gals, and he dance before the gals, and he show them the 
new step and the new shuffle, Brer Rabbit do. Brer Coon he just 
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turn his eye on Brer Rabbit ’casionly, but he don’t pay no ’tention to 
his acting and frollicking. Brer Coon he just make time with his 
corn shucking, twell Brer Coon’s pile it make three times the pile of 
the other chaps. 

When it come time for Brer Wolf to come round and count his 
piles, Brer Rabbit he set down long side Brer Coon, and he fall to 
shucking corn to beat all. When Brer Wolf come round, Brer Rab- 
bit he certainly do make the shucks fly powerful, ‘cause the old ras- 
cal just been cutting up and acting all the evening, and he ain’t 
tired like the other chaps. 

When Brer Wolf see the great pile so much bigger than what all 
the other chaps got, Brer Wolf he say, “ What for both you chaps 
shuck on one pile?” Brer Coon he ’low that all his pile. He ’low, 
Brer Coon do, how Brer Rabbit been cutting up and frollicking all 
the evening, and he just now come and set down ’longside his 
pile. 

Brer Rabbit he say he swear and kiss the book, this my pile. 
Brer Coon he just been frollickin and going on all the evening to 
beat all; he make us laugh nigh "bout fit to kill ourselves, while I 
done work my hands plum to the bone. Now he set hisself down 
here and say it his pile. 

Brer Wolf he say he leave it out to the company. But the chaps 
they don’t want Brer Rabbit to have the gal, and they don’t want 
Brer Coon to have the gal, so they won’t take sides; they ‘low they 
been working so powerful hard, they don’t take noticement of Brer 
Coon or Brer Rabbit. Then Brer Wolf he ‘low he leave it out to 
the gals. 

Now. Miss Wolf she been favoring Brer Rabbit all the evening. 
Brer Rabbit dancing and singing plum turned Miss Wolf’s head, so 
Miss Wolf she say, “It most surely are Brer Rabbit’s pile.” Miss 
Wolf she say she “plum ’stonished how Brer Coon can story so.” 
Brer Rabbit he take the gal and go off home clipity, lipity. Poor 
old Brer Coon he take hisself off home, he so tired he can scarcely 
hold hisself together. 


IV. BRER RABBIT’S COOL AIR SWING, 


Mr. Man he have a fine garden. 

Brer Rabbit he visit Mr. Man’s garden every day and destroy 
the lastest thing in it, twell Mr. Man plum wore out with old Brer 
Rabbit. 

Mr. Man he set a trap for old Brer Rabbit down ’longside the 
big road. 

One day when Mr. Man going down to the cross-roads, he look in 
his trap, and sure ’nough, there old Brer Rabbit. 
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Mr. Man he say, “Oh, so old man, here you is. Now I'll have 
you for my dinner.” 

Mr. Man he take a cord from his pocket, and tie Brer Rabbit high 
on a limb of a sweet gum tree, and he leave Brer Rabbit swinging 
there twell he come back from the cross-roads, when he aim to fotch 
Brer Rabbit home and cook him for his dinner. 

Brer Rabbit he swing thisaway in the wind and thataway in the 
wind, and he swing thisaway in the wind and thataway in the 
wind, and he think he time done come. Poor old Brer Rabbit 
don’t know where he’s at. 

Presently here come Brer Wolf loping down the big road. When 
Brer Wolf see old Brer Rabbit swinging thisaway and thataway in 
the wind, Brer Wolf he stop short and he say, “God a’mighty, man! 
what you doing up there?” Brer Rabbit he say, “This just my 
cool air swing. I just taking a swing this morning.” 

But Brer Rabbit he just know Brer Wolf going to make way with 
him. Brer Rabbit he just turn it over in his mind which way he 
going to get to. The wind it swing poor Brer Rabbit way out this- 
away and way out thataway. While Brer Rabbit swinging, he work 
his brain, too. 

Brer Wolf he say, “ Brer Rabbit, I got you fast; now I going eat 
you up.” Brer Rabbit he say, “ Brer Wolf, open your mouth and 
shut your eyes, and I’ll jump plum in your mouth.” So Brer Wolf 
turn his head up and shut his eyes. Brer Rabbit he feel in his 
pocket and take out some pepper, and Brer Rabbit he throw it plum 
down Brer Wolf’s throat. Brer Wolf he nigh "bout ’stracted with 
the misery. He cough and he roll in the dirt, and he get up and he 
strike out for home, coughing to beat all. And Brer Rabbit he 
swing thisaway and thataway in the wind. 

Presently here come Brer Squirrel. When Brer Squirrel he see 
the wind swing Brer Rabbit way out thisaway and way out thata- 
way, Brer Squirrel he that ’stonished, he stop short. Brer Squir- 
rel he say, “Fore the Lord, Brer Rabbit, what you done done to 
yourself this yer time?” 

Brer Rabbit he say, “ This yer my cool air swing, Brer Squirrel. 
I taking a fine swing this morning.” And the wind it swing Brer 
Rabbit way out thisaway and way back thataway. 

Brer Rabbit he fold his hands, and look mighty restful and happy, 
like he settin’ back fanning hisself on his front porch. 

Brer Squirrel he say, “Please sir, Brer Rabbit, let me try your 
swing one time.” 

Brer Rabbit he say, “Certainly, Brer Squirrel, you do me proud,” 
and Brer Rabbit he make like he make haste to turn hisself loose. 

Presently Brer Rabbit he say, ‘Come up here, Brer Squirrel, and 
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give me a hand with this knot,” and Brer Squirrel he make haste 
to go up and turn Brer Rabbit loose, and Brer Rabbit he make 
Brer Squirrel fast to the cord. The wind it swing Brer Squirrel 
way out thisaway and way out thataway, and Brer Squirrel he think 
it fine. 

Brer Rabbit he say, “I go down to the spring to get a fresh drink. 
You can swing twell I come back.” 

Brer Squirrel he say, “ Take your time, Brer Rabbit, take your 
time.” Brer Rabbit he take his time, and scratch out for home fast 
as he can go, and he ain't caring how long Brer Squirrel swing. 

Brer Squirrel he swing thisaway and he swing thataway, and he 
think it fine. 

Presently here come Mr. Man. When Mr. Man he see Brer Squir- 
rel, he plum ’stonished. He say, “Oh, so old man, I done hear of 
many and many your fine tricks, but I never done hear you turn 
yourself into a squirrel before. Powerful kind of you, Brer Rabbit, 
to give me fine squirrel dinner.” 

Mr. Man he take Brer Squirrel home and cook him for dinner. 


V. WHEN BRER FOX DON’T FOOL BRER RABBIT. 


Brer Rabbit and Brer Fox was courting the Possum gal. Brer 
Rabbit were a mighty taking chap among the gals, and he have the 
gals nigh ’bout all to hisself. It Mr. Rabbit this, and Mr. Rabbit 
that, and the balance of the chaps have to stand back. 

One night Brer Fox he go up to pay his respects to the Possum 
gal, and the servant fotch down word Miss Possum have an engage- 
ment, and Brer Fox he just naterally know Brer Rabbit am sitting 
up in the parlor with Miss Possum, and Brer Fox he jes’ can’t stand 
it, and he study, Brer Fox do, how he going fotch Brer Rabbit home. 
Now Brer Rabbit are a doctor. Brer Rabbit are a right smart of a 
doctor, sure ’nough. 

Brer Fox he go home and he make like he have a fit and die, and 
he stretch hisself out on the floor like he plum dead, and Miss Fox 
and the little Foxes they rush round and cry and they say, “ Send 
for the doctor! send for the doctor!” So the little Fox boy he put 
out hard as he can run for the doctor. He knock at Miss Possum’s 
door; he say, “ Where the doctor? A man dead and done send for 
the doctor.” And Brer Rabbit he ask, “ Who dead?” And when he 
say it Brer Fox, Brer Rabbit he don’ want to go, but Miss Possum 
she take on, and call Brer Rabbit a cruel man, so Brer Rabbit he 
put on his hat and put out for Brer Fox house. 

When Brer Rabbit get to Brer Fox house, sure ’nough he fines 
Brer Fox stretched out plum dead, but Brer Rabbit he have his 
s’picions. He feel of Brer Fox heart, it right warm. Brer Rabbit he 
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say, “ I never believe nobody dead twell I hear em givea big groan.” 
Brer Fox he give a monstrous powerful groan “ Ounk!” Then Brer 
Rabbit he just kick Brer Fox, and call him “a deceitful old man,” 
and Brer Rabbit he put out back to Miss Possum’s house. Brer Rab- 
bit he tell Miss Possum "bout Brer Fox mean deceitful ways. From 
that time, when Miss Possum meet Brer Fox on the big road, she 
make like she don’ know him, and she favor Brer Rabbit more con- 
stant. 
VI. WHEN BRER FROG GIVE A BIG DINING. 

Brer Frog he think he give a big dining to all his friends, so he 
send out invitations to all his friends to come down and eat fried fish 
with him. 

Brer Frog he invite Brer Fox and his wife, and Brer Wolf and his 
wife, and Brer Coon and his wife, and Brer Possum and his wife, but 
he don’ invite Brer Rabbit, Brer Frog don’, ’cause there be-hard feel- 
ings between Brer Frog and Brer Rabbit from way back. 

When the creeters all went past Brer Rabbit’s house on their way 
to the dining, they ask Brer Rabbit, “why he don’t go to Brer 
Frog’s dining?” Brer Rabbit he say, “he ain’ invited,” and he 
‘low “he ain’ powerful fond of fried fish nohow.” So they pass on, 
and when they come to the branch, they find Brer Frog frying fish 
over twenty little fires. Brer Frog he hop round from one frying- 
pan to the other, like a spry old man like he is. 

Tereckly Brer Rabbit he smell the fish frying where he set on 
the porch. It smell so powerful good, Brer Rabbit he just can’t 
stand it. He take his way down to the branch, and he see Brer Frog 
taking off the fish from his twenty little fires, and set it on the 
table. Brer Rabbit he slip into the swamp and make a big noise. 
The creeters they say, “ What that!” Brer Rabbit he make er 
big noise. Once more Brer Fox he say, “Where we going fly 
to?” Brer Frog he say, “I know the best place for me to get at.” 
He just give one jump over all the creeters’ heads and go plunk into 
the water. Brer Tarrapin he go slippin’ and slidin’ one side, then the 
other, and he go splash in the water ; the other creeters, they just 
strike out for home. 

Brer Rabbit he go up to the table and he eat his fill of fried fish. 

Now Brer Frog are a mighty cold-blooded kind of a man; nobody 
ever see Brer Frog in a passion. Brer Frog’s eyes on the top of his 
head. All the time while Brer Rabbit was eating that fried fish, 
Brer Frog he set down in the water looking straight up at Brer Rab- 
bit, and Brer Frog he was studying ; but Brer Rabbit he don’t know 
that. 

Brer Frog he take it mighty hard, ’case Brer Rabbit break up his 
dining, and he study to hisself how he going punish Brer Rabbit. 
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Sure enough, that day week, Brer Frog he send out invitations to 
all the other creeters to another dining. 

So the creeters all set out, and as they go past Brer Rabbit’s 
house they stop, and ask Brer Rabbit “why he don’ go to Brer 
Frog’s dining?” Brer Rabbit he say his mouth ain’ set for fried 
fish, and he ‘low he powerful busy anyhow, and can’ leave home. 

The creeters they make haste, and when they get to the branch 
they see the bank all covered with little fires, and a pan of fish fry- 
ing on every fire, and Brer Frog hopping from one frying-pan to the 
other, and turning the fish ; and Brer Frog he hop up and whisper in 
the ear of each one of his guests. Then Brer Frog he set the table. 

Brer Rabbit he set upon his porch smoking his pipe, and the 
smell of the fish frying come up on the wind, and Brer Rabbit he 
just can’t stand it. He say he bound to set a tooth in that fish. So 
Brer Rabbit he go clipity clipity down to the branch, and he find 
the table done set, and it certainly do look powerful tempting. 

Brer Rabbit he go in the edge of the swamp and make a big 
noise ; the creeters they just strike out and fly for home. Brer Frog 
he say, “I know the nighest place for me to get,” and he jumped 
plum over the table and go in the water kersplash. 

Then Brer Rabbit he jump on the table. Now that just what 
Brer Frog know Brer Rabbit going do, and Brer Frog he done set 
the table on a plank, on the edge of the water, and he done put 
leaves and bresh all round the plank, so Brer Rabbit ain’ see how it 
done set on the water; and when Brer Rabbit jump on the plank, 
over it go, and Brer Rabbit and all the fishes go kersplash down to 
the bottom. 

Brer Frog he right down there, and Brer Frog he say, “ Oho, Brer 
Rabbit, you is mighty kind to fotch my dinner down to me,” and 
Brer Frog he say, “ You is my master many a day on land, Brer 
Rabbit, but I is your master in the water.” And Brer Frog he kill 
old Brer Rabbit and eat him up. 


VII. WHEN SIS COON PUT DOWN BRER BEAR. 


Brer Coon and Sis Coon they have a mighty fine house up in the 
big woods. They mighty good livers; poor, industrious people. They 
have right smart of chillens, and they leave the chillens every day, 
Brer Coon and Sis Coon do, and go to work soon in the morning. 

Brer Bear he know how Brer Coon and Sis Coon done leave the 
chillens, and go to work soon every morning ; and when Brer Bear’s 
way lay past Brer Coon’s house, Brer Bear he smell the good cooked 
victuals. 

Now Brer Bear he know nobody ain’t to home exceptin’ the chil- 
lens, so Brer Bear he go knocking on the door, and the chillens they 
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say, “Who there?” Brer Bear he say in a heavy voice, “ Revenue, 
Revenue, where my hole? Revenue, Revenue, where my hole?” And 
the little coon chillens, they all that frightened, they run up in the 
loft and hide, and Brer Bear he go in and eat up the lastest one of 
the victuals. 

When Brer Coon and Sis Coon come home, they find the chillens 
frightened nigh "bout outer their senses, and all the victuals done 
gone, and they fault the chillens, and the chillens done tell them how 
a big black thing done come and knock on the door and say, “ Rev- 
enue, Revenue, where my hole? Revenue, Revenue, where my 
hole?” and how he done eat up all the victuals. 

Next day Brer Bear he come just the same, and the chillens run 
and hide, and Brer Bear he eat up all the victuals. 

That night Brer Coon and Sis Coon they talk what they going do. 
Sis Coon she say how she “going stay home and watch with the 
axe ;”’ and Brer Coon he say, Sis Coon go to work, and he going stay 
home hisself and watch with the axe. Sis Coon she hold to how she 
going stay home; and Brer Coon he say, “ Ain’ you my wife? Well, 
you do like I tells you.” So Sis Coon she ’bliged to go to work, and 
Brer Coon he stay home and watch with the axe. 

Just as they get the table set for dinner, sure ’nough here come a 
great black thing knocking at the door. Brer Coon he powerful 
scared, but he call out, ‘‘ Who there?” Brer Bear he say in a mighty 
heavy voice, “ Revenue, Revenue, where my hole? Revenue, Rev- 
enue, where my hole?” Brer Coon he give one look at him and he 
drop the axe right where he’s at, and Brer Coon he just fly up in the 
loft, and the little coon chillens they all fly up in the loft with their 
paw, and Brer Bear he go in and eat up all the victuals. 

When Sis Coon get home she find the family all hiding in the loft, 
and nothing in the house to eat; and when Brer Coon tell her how 
the big black thing frighten hisself, Miss Coon she scared, and she 
say she don’t want to stay home and watch. 

Next morning Brer Coon he say he go way to work, and Sis Coon 
she say she don’ want to stay home and watch. Brer Coon he say, 
« Ain’t you my wife? Then you do like I tells you.” So Brer Coon 
he go off to work, and he leave Sis Coon to watch with the axe. 

Sure ’nough, just soon as they get the table set for dinner, here 
come a great black thing knocking at the door. Sis Coon she say, 
“Who there?” Brer Bear he say in powerful grum tone, “ Revenue, 
Revenue, where my hole? Revenue Revenue, where my hole?” Sis 
Coon she crack the door, and when Brer Bear he step in, Sis Coon 
take the axe and split his head open. And so Brer Coon he don’t 
order Miss Coon round these days, but from that day Brer Coon he 
done been a plum henpecked man. 
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VIII. HOW COME THE MOOLY COW DON’ HAVE NO HORNS. 

Sis Cow, Switch, and Mooly havea fine grazing patch of rye down 
by the branch, but Brer Rabbit he go down soon every morning 
before Sis Cow and Switch and Mooly get up, and Brer Rabbit he 
feed it plum clean, so when Sis Cow and Switch and Mooly gets 
down there they don’t have no breakfast. 

Brer Rabbit he do that every day, twell Sis Cow and Switch 
and Mooly mighty nigh perished. 

One day Brer Tarrapin he say if Sis Cow will give him a ride for 
twelve months on her alls horns, Brer Tarrapin he say he will give 
Brer Rabbit such a fright as he won’t trouble the rye patch no 
more. 

So Sis Cow say she’ll give Brer Tarrapin a ride on her horns for 
twelve months. 

Brer Tarrapin he talk with Brer Frog, and Brer Tarrapin he ask 
Brer Frog how he going frighten Brer Rabbit. 

Brer Frog he tell Brer Tarrapin to just watch out and see how 
Brer Frog frighten Brer Rabbit. 

Well, the next morning, ’bout a hour to day, Brer Frog he call all 
his family together. The frogs they gather from up the branch, 
from the lower creek, and they tells how they done come from the 
mill-dam pond; but I don’t make sure of that myself, seeing as how 
they have to cross dry land to get there from the mill-dam pond. 
But if they don’t come from the mill-dam pond they was there, — 
they surely was there, —and just about the time Brer Rabbit come 
down in the rye patch, Mr. Frog and Miss Frog and the little frogs 
done set up such a fuss, the peoples say they could hear them a mile. 
They say, “Brer Rabbit! Brer Rabbit! Cut his head off! Cut his 
head off!” 

Brer Rabbit be that ’stonished he look thisaway, and he look that- 
away. Brer Rabbit he don’ see nothing. The frogs they keep on, 
“Brer Rabbit! Brer Rabbit! Cut his head off! Cut his head 
off!” But Brer Rabbit he don’t stop ; he just turn and fly for home. 

Directly when Sis Cow and Switch and Mooly come down to 
feed, Brer Tarrapin come up out the water, and he tell ’em how he 
done frighten Brer Rabbit off, and Brer Tarrapin he ask Sis Cow 
for his ride; but Sis Cow she sorry she done promise, and so Sis 
Cow she ’low she have a powerful headache, 

But Mooly say she give Brer Tarrapin a ride on her alls horns 
for twelve months, and Mooly she hold down her head for Brer 
‘Tarrapin to get on; but Brer Tarrapin he can’t hold on, and he fall 
off. 

Brer Frog he right jealous of Brer Tarrapin, and Brer Frog he 
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say he fix Brer Tarrapin so he can hold on. So Brer Frog he take 
a pebble, and he break two little holes in Brer Tarrapin’s shell, so 
Mooly can stick her horns through, and make Brer Tarrapin fast. 
And Brer Tarrapin he ride off and he feel mighty proud. 

Presently Brer Tarrapin he feel powerful hungry, and he feel 
powerful thirsty, and he tell Mooly he bound to get down and get a 
fresh drink. 

But when Brer Tarrapin set out to get down he find he done fast 
and can’t get down. 

Well, poor old Brer Tarrapin he ride, and he ride, but he can’t 
eat, and he can’t drink, and he ride twell he done starve to death, 
and the twelve months done past, and old Brer Tarrapin still done 
fast to Mooly’s horns twell she done wore out with toting old Brer 
Tarrapin, and Mr. Man he tired of seeing Mooly toting Brer 
Tarrapin about the place. And one day Mr. Man he cut Mooly’s 
horns off close to her alls head, and she never have no horns no 
more to this day, and all along of that old Brer Tarrapin riding 
twelve months on her horns. 


IX. WHEN MR. PINE-TREE AND MR. OAK-TREE FALL OUT. 


Mr. Pine-tree and Mr. Oak-tree used to be great friends and live 
in peace side by side, twell Mr. Oak-tree he get jealous of Mr. Pine- 
tree ’cause Mr. Pine-tree he keep his fine green clothes on all win- 
ter; but jest as sure as cold weather come Mr. Oak-tree’s clothes 
they fade out a most ugly sort of color and fall off, and that make 
Mr. Oak-tree jealous to see hisself and his family with just few 
faded old clothes on their backs, while his neighbor, Mr. Pine-tree 
and his family, stand up proudful with all their fine green clothes on. 

Mr. Oak-tree he grow more jealous year by year, but he keep it 
all to hisself, case Mr. Oak-tree he don’t know just what he going 
do about it. 

One year the people was looking for a place to have the camp- 
meeting. Now they always have the camp-meeting on big grove 
hill, where Mr. Oak-tree and Mr. Pine-tree grow side by side, and 
Mr. Oak-tree and Mr. Pine-tree, both powerful prideful, ’case they 
have the camp-meeting there. 

But one time the people come, and instead of placing round the 
seats and breshin’ up the grounds, they go "bout tearing everything 
up and toting them over in the big pine grove, where Mr. Pine- 
tree live all by hisself. 

Mr. Oak-tree he hear the people talking, and they say it am much 
nicer in Mr. Pine-tree’s house, ’case he have a nice carpet on the 
ground, while Mr. Oak-tree’s house all covered with dirty old 
leaves. 
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Well, it nigh ’bout break Mr. Oak-tree’s heart, that it do, ’deed 
and double deed it do; and Mr. Wind, he done see how Mr. Oak- 
tree drooping and mourning, and Mr. Wind he ask Mr. Oak-tree 
what his trouble. 

Mr. Oak-tree he tell Mr. Wind all ’bout it, and Mr. Wind he say 
to Mr. Oak-tree, “ Cheer up, cheer up!”’ and Mr. Wind he tell Mr. 
Oak-tree how he going help him get the best of Mr. Pine-tree. 
So all winter Mr. Wind, every day, and all enduring the night, he 
take the dirty old leaves from Mr. Oak-tree’s floor and carry them 
all over and spread them all over Mr. Pine-tree’s fine carpet. Mr. 
Pine-tree he don’t like it, but he can’t help hisself: ’cause what Mr. 
Wind want to do he going to do it, Mr. Wind is. 

But when camp-meeting time come, Mr. Oak-tree he stand there, 
and he see the people come and rake off all his leaves, what Mr. 
Wind done carry on Mr. Pine-tree’s carpet. 

Then Mr. Oak-tree he say he can’t bear it no more, and Mr. Oak- 
tree he tell Mr. Pine-tree how they can’t live together no more; and 
Mr. Oak-tree he say, he will go to the plains and Mr. Pine-tree 
can go to the mountain; or he say, Will Mr. Pinetree take the 
plains and let Mr. Oak-tree go to the mountains? Mr, Pine-tree 
he ‘low how he will take the plains and let Mr. Oak-tree go to the 
mountains; and Mr. Pine-tree he go to the plains, and Mr. Oak- 
tree he take the up country, and they don’ live together no more. 
But they still on the watch-out ; for when Mr. Oak-tree leave a field, 
directly here come Mr. Pine-tree, and when Mr. Pine-tree leave a 
field, sure enough up come Mr. Oak-tree; but they don’t live 
together friendly like no more. 


X. HOW THE LITTLE BOY WENT TO HEAVEN. 


A little boy’s father died, and went to heaven. Little boy 
wanted to go to heaven too. He wandered round in the woods and 
wanted all the birds to take him to heaven, but the birds all laughed 
at the little boy. He keep on begging the birds to please take him 
to heaven. At last the little red-bird she take pity on the little 
boy. She say she “ take him to heaven as high as she can go;”’ she 
say “she can’t take him clean up to heaven, ‘cause she can’t fly 
high enough.” 

The little boy think if the red-bird get started, he can beg her to 
keep on twell she get clean to heaven. 

So the little boy he get on the red-bird’s back, and little red-bird 
fly very high, and little boy feel happy. Presently the little red- 
bird say she can’t go no higher. The little boy he look and he look, 
but he don’t see no heaven. The little boy he beg, he cry and cry, 
and he beg the little red-bird to go higher ; but the little red-bird she 
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say she can’t go no higher, and she fly round and round. Presently 
Sis Crow come sailing along and she hear a great fuss, and she ask 
little red-bird, “What the matter?” Little red-bird tell Sis Crow how 
the little boy crying for her to take him to heaven, and she beg Sis 
Crow to take him on. 

Sis Crow say she take him far as she can go, but she can’t take 
him clean to heaven. Little red-bird say, Sis Crow might fall in 
with King Eagle, and King Eagle can take him to heaven. Sis 
Crow she say, “Yes, King Eagle can take him to heaven, ’case 
King Eagle am the onliest bird what can look in the face of the 
Lord without winking.” 

So the little boy get on Sis Crow’s back, and he feel very happy, 
’case he get started again. Presently Sis Crow say she can’t go no 
higher. The little boy he look and look, but he can’t see no heaven. 
He cry and cry, and beg Sis Crow to go higher; but Sis Crow she 
say she can’t go no higher, and she sail round and round, while 
she watch out for King Eagle. Presently King Eagle come sailing 
along and he hear a mighty fuss up there, and he ask Sis Crow, 
“What the matter?” Sis Crow she tell King Eagle how the little 
boy crying ’case he want to go to heaven to see his daddy, and she 
beg King Eagle to take him to heaven. 

King Eagle he say he take him, but he can’t fotch him back. 
He tell the little boy he “will take him to heaven, if he won’t ask 
him to fotch him back.” 

- Then the little boy he get on King Eagle’s back, and they go 
higher and higher, twell they get in the glory of the Lord, when the 
little boy have to shut his eyes, it shines so bright. But King Eagle 
never shut his eyes at all, and he put the little boy inside the pearly 
gates, and the little boy was very happy. 

But after a little bit the little boy begin to grieve mighty for his 
mammy. He cry and he cry, and when the Angel ask him what the 
matter, he beg him to take a message to his mammy. 

He beg the Angel to tell his mammy to spin him a cord long 
enough so he can tie it on the gate-post and come down to her. 
So the Angel she came down to earth, and she take the little boy’s 
message to his mammy, and when she enter the house, she fill it 
with a great white light. And the little boy’s mammy she say when 
the cotton done picked she surely spin the cord for him, but his 
mammy she say “she have to work in the field by day, and she can 
only spin by night, and she have no light.” 

And the Angel she feel so sorry for the little boy crying, she tell 
his mammy “she stand in the door for a light to spin by.” 

So Mammy Carline all that season she keep her place in the field 
with the hands by day, and by night the people hear her spinning- 
wheel all night long, and a bright light in her cabin. 
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And all that season the people going along the big road, they hear 
her spinning-wheel going all night long, and seea bright light in her 
cabin, look like her house on fire. 

So Mammy Carline she spin every night along night after night 
by the light the Angel make, twell the Angel tell her the cord long 
enough. Then the Angel take the cord up to the little boy, and he 
tie it to the gate-post, and slide down to his mammy. 

Emma M. Backus. 


Epiror’s Nore. — With regard to these tales, inquiries suggested themselves, 
which have been answered substantially as follows: In regard to titles, these 
have been supplied by the recorder; few of the reciters would be able to give 
such, and further inquiry will be needed to show if the pieces are commonly 
distinguished by titles. As to manner of recitation, the grown people are usually 
so diffident that they tell the adventures with little more expression than is shown 
by the printed text. When, however, a narrator is found who is willing to present 
the tales in their proper delivery, the presentation is extremely amusing. A man 
will seldom forget his bashfulness, but a woman will sometimes do so. “I don't 
know how they do it, but they will say ‘lipity clipity, lipity clipity,’ so you can 
almost hear a rabbit coming through the woods. They talk animatedly, espe- 
cially in the dialogues, and change the voice to represent the different animals, 
but not in a chanting tone. Before me they do not use many gestures ; but when 
a woman tells a story in this way, she becomes so animated as to be somehow 
‘going all over.’” It is an especially important point, as to whether tales are 
ever made up for the benefit of a collector. In the majority of cases, the charac- 
ter of the narratives is sufficient to settle the genuineness and popularity of the 
story. “One little girl of about twelve years old came to ‘tell a tale,’ but it was 
only a rabble of words. I said, ‘Who told you this?’ She replied, ‘ Nobody; 
I just thunk it up.” Usually, however, after they have declared their ignorance 
of more stories, no amount of coaxing will induce the reciters to continue, even 
though they may be willing. It is seldom that more than four or five tales can 
be obtained from one narrator. 

In some cases the tales have been obtained in a number of different versions, 
varied in every conceivable way. The divergence lies in the detail, and in the 
expansion of the narrative, the actions being identical. In reply to the question 
“Who told you this?” they always answer, usually saying: “ My father,” or 
“My grandfather.” The collector is of opinion that the men tell the tales to one 
another much more than do the women. 
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NEGRO TALES FROM GEORGIA 


[THE following tales were collected by Mrs. E. M. Backus and by 
Mrs. Ethel Hatton Leitner at Grovetown, Columbia County, Georgia. 
Those collected by Mrs. Backus are signed E. M. B.; those collected 
by Mrs. Leitner, E. H. L.— Eb.] 


I. WHEN BRER RABBIT SAW BRER DOG’S MOUTH SO BRER DOG CAN 
WHISTLE 


In the ole times, when Brer Dog a roaming through the woods, he 
come up with Brer Rabbit, Brer Dog do. Brer Rabbit he set on the 
sand just a-whistling, and a-picking of the banjo. 

Now, in them times Brer Rabbit was a master-hand with the banjo. 
These yer hard times ’pears like Brer Rabbit done forget how to 
whistle, and you don’ hear him pick the banjo no more; but in the 
ole times Brer Rabbit he whistle, and frolic, and frolic and whistle, 
from morning twell night. 

Well, Brer Dog he mighty envious of Brer Rabbit, ’case Brer 
Dog he can’t whistle, and he can’t sing, Brer Dog can’t. Brer Dog 
he think he give anything in reason if he could whistle like Brer 
Rabbit, so Brer Dog he beg Brer Rabbit to learn hisself to whistle. 

Now, Brer Dog he called the most reliable man in the county; and 
he have some standing, Brer Dog do; and he have right smart of 
sense, Brer Dog have; but bless you, Sah, Brer Dog he can’t conjure 
"longside that Ole Brer Rabbit, that he can’t. 

Well, when Brer Dog beg Brer Rabbit will he learn hisself to whistle, 
Brer Rabbit he say, ‘‘Brer Dog, your mouth ain’ shape for whistling.” 
Brer Rabbit he say, ‘‘Name of goodness, Brer Dog, how come you 
studying ’bout whistling with that mouth? Now, Brer Dog, you 
just watch my mouth and try youself;” and Brer Rabbit he just 
corner up his mouth and whistle to beat all. 

Brer Dog he try his best to corner up his mouth like Brer Rabbit; 
but he can’t do it, Brer Dog can’t. But the more Brer Dog watch 
Brer Rabbit whistle, the more envious Brer Dog get to whistle hisself. 

Now, Brer Dog he know how Brer Rabbit are a doctor; so Brer Dog 
he ax Brer Rabbit can he fix his mouth so he can whistle? 

Brer Rabbit, he ‘low as how he might fix Brer Dog’s mouth so he 
can whistle just tolerable, but Brer Rabbit he ‘low how he have to 
saw the corners of Brer Dog’s mouth right smart; and he ‘low, Brer 
Rabbit do, how “it be mighty worrysome for Brer Dog.” 

Now, Brer Dog, he that envious to whistle like Brer Rabbit, Brer 
Dog he ’clare he let Brer Rabbit saw his mouth. 
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Brer Rabbit he say as how he don’ want deceive Brer Dog; and 
he say, Brer Rabbit do, as how he ain’ gwine promise to make Brer 
Dog whistle more same as hisself, but he say he “‘make Brer Dog 
whistle tolerable.” 

So Brer Rabbit he get his saw, and he saw a slit in the corners Brer 
Dog’s mouth. It nateraly just nigh ’bout kill Ole Brer Dog; but 
Brer Dog he are a thorough-gwine man, and what Brer Dog say he 
gwine do, he gwine do, he sure is. 

So Brer Dog he just hold hisself together, and let Brer Rabbit saw 
his mouth. 

Now, Brer Rabbit he know in his own mind Brer Dog ain’ gwine 
whistle sure ’nough, but Brer Rabbit he don’ know just what Brer 
Dog gwine say; so when Brer Rabbit get through a-sawing of Brer 
Dog’s mouth, Brer Rabbit he say, ‘“‘Now try if you can whistle!”’ 
Brer Dog he open his mouth, and he try to whistle; and he say, ‘“‘ Bow, 
wow, wow!’’ Brer Dog do say that for a fact. 

Well, when Brer Rabbit hear Brer Dog whistle that yer way, Brer 
Rabbit he that scared he just turn and fly for home; but Brer Dog 
he that mad, when he hears hisself whistle that yer way, he say he 
gwine finish Ole Brer Rabbit: so Brer Dog he put out after Brer 
Rabbit just a-hollering, ‘‘Bow wow, bow wow, bow wow!” 

Now, in them times, Brer Rabbit he have a long bushy tail. Brer 
Rabbit he mighty proud of his tail in the ole times. 

Well, Brer Rabbit he do his best, and he just burn the wind through 
the woods; but Brer Dog he just gwine on the jump, “Bow wow, 
bow wow!” 

Presently Brer Dog he see Brer Rabbit, and he think he got him; 
and Brer Dog he open his mouth and jump for Brer Rabbit, and 
Brer Dog he just bite Brer Rabbit’s fine tail plum off. 

That how come Brer Rabbit have such little no count tail these 
yer times; and Brer Dog he that mad with ole Brer Rabbit ’case he 
saw his mouth, when he run Brer Rabbit through the woods, he still 
holler, ‘‘Bow wow, bow wow!”’ and you take noticement how, when 
Brer Rabbit hear Brer Dog say that, Brer Rabbit he just pick up his 
foots and fly, ’case Brer Rabbit done disremember how he done saw 


Brer Dog’s mouth. 
E. M. B. 


2. BRO’ RABBIT AN’ DE WATER-MILLIONS 
Bro’ Rabbit an’ Bro’ Coon dey go inter cohoot fuh ter plant dey 
crap tergedder an’ fuh ter stan’ by one annudder ef trubble cum erlong. 
One day dey wus wurkin’ in dey water-million patch, en dey bofe 
see Colonel Tiger come er creepin’ roun’ de fence, lookin’ hungry 
ernough fuh ter eat dem bofe. Bro’ Coon he goes back on Bro’ Rabbit, 
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en climb up er tree, an lefe he fren fuh ter face trubble by hesef. 
Bro’ Rabbit carnt climb, an’ he so scard dat he teef rattle; but he 
grab he spade an’ meck haste an’ dig two holes, an’ bury two uf he 
biggest water-millions in dem, & kiver em wif yearth, an’ pat dem 
smoove wid he spade: he wurk so hard dat by de time Colonel Tiger 
git ter de gate, he is dun got annudder hole dug most deep ernuf fuh 
one more. 

Colonel Tiger stan’ dar — in he fine stripe suit — watchin’ him, an’ 
he mity curious, Colonel Tiger am: when he see dem two graves dar, 
an’ Bro’ Rabbit a-makin’ one more, he done know what ter think. 

So finely he talk out, an’ ax him. ‘‘Bro’ Rabbit,’ he ax, ‘‘what’s 
dat yo is doin’ dar?” Bro’ Rabbit he mity scared, but he hold he 
heart bold, an’ he meck answer out loud an’ brash like he wus mad. 
“Tis buryin’ de folks what I is dun kilt,” he say, slappin’ de grabes wid 
he spade. ‘‘Dat Bro’ Lion, dat Bro’ Bear; an’ I’se got er Coon treed 
dar what I’se dun cungered, but I ain’t kilt him yit. Who is you 
axin’ me questions, anyhow? I ain’t got time ter turn roun’ ter look 
at yer; but yer is so brash, ef yer’ll wait ’twell I gits fru, I’ll cum out 
dar an’ cunger yo’ an’ kill yo too, ‘case I wants free more fools fuh 
ter finish out dis row.” 

Colonel Tiger wus dat scared, he jes burn de wind, gittin’ erway 
frum dat dangus-talkin’ man. 

Atter he gone, Bro’ Coon he cum down he tree, en meck er great 
miration ober Bro’ Rabbit; but Bro’ Rabbit he say, ‘‘I done want 
none er yer talk; yo ain’t no true fren’, en done keep ter de ’greemint, 
so I’se gwine ter vide de crap an’ break up.” 

Bro’ Coon he say, ‘“‘How yo gwineter vide?’”’ An’ Bro’ Rabbit he 
meck answer, en say, ‘‘ You is de biggest Bro’ Coon, so yo kin teck all 
dat yer kin tote erway. I is de littlest, so I’se got ter teck what is lef 
behine.” Bro’ Coon kin jes lif one leetle water-million wif er rotten 
end; an’ wid dat he hafter go — ’case Bro’ Rabbit talk so big, he was 


scaid of him, ennyhow, en glad fuh ter git erway. 
E. H. L. 


3. BRO’ FOX AN’ DE FOOLISH JAY-BIRD 


One day Bro’ Fox bin eatin’ sum Turkey, an’ he git er bone stuck in 
he tooft (tooth) what meck it mighty hot, an’ achey. Hit hurt so 
bad he carnt eat nuffin fur four days, so he go ter Mr. Jay-bird an’ 
ax him fur ter pull de piece ob bone out. Mr. Jay-bird ergree fur 
ter pull hit out; but de Jay-bird wus mighty cute an sceamy bird, 
he wus jealous uf Mr. Mockin’-bird, ’case he wus de finest singer, an’ 
he hate him ’case he mock him. He meck er plan in he mine fur ter 
get Bro’ Fox ter kill Mr. Mockin’-bird, an’ all he fambly so he ergree 
fur ter pull out de piece ob bone; but he meck Bro’ Fox wait er long 
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time fust, whilst he tell him how dangous hit wus ter chaw big bones; 
den when Bro’ Fox git mighty impashunt, he hop on he jaw, an’ peck 
de piece ob bone out he tooft. Bro’ Fox mighty releabed. 

““Dere Bro’ Fox!” he say, “‘dat all right. Now I’se guyen ter gib 
yo’ some good advice: you eat Jeetle bones atter dis. If yer has er 
mine ter, jest es soon es hit git dark, I’se guyen ter show yer whar 
Mr. Mockin’-bird an’ he hole fambly roost, an’ den yer kin cotch ’im, 
an’ taste meat what am sweet.”’ 

An’ wid dat he argufy bout how good bird-bones taste, ’twel Bro’ 
Fox mouf jest water; den he ax, “‘ Yer feels er heap better, doan yer, 
Bro’ Fox?” an’ Bro’ Fox he say, sorter anxus-like, ‘‘I’se ’fraid yo’ 
is dun lef er leetle piece ob dat bone in dar yit. I wish yo’ wuld jest 
step in ergin an’ look, Bro’ Jay-bird.” 

Den, when Mr. Jay-bird hop on he jaw, fur ter look in he tooft, Bro’ 
Fox snap he mouf too an’ cotch him, an’ meck remarkt, fru he teetf, 
“Yes, Mr. Jay-bird, I does feel er heap better; I feels so much better 
dat I is hongry, an’ yer dun telt me so much erbout de fine flabor ob 
de leetle bones, dat I carnt wait twel night cum, fur ter try dem!” 

An’ wid dat he chaw him up, an’ say de flabor were berry fine in- 
deedy. 

When yer ba’rgins wif er rascal fer ter harm yer frens, yo better meck 
shore yo’ is in a safe place yosef erfore yer bergins ter meck yer ergreemint. 

E. H. L. 


4. WHEN BRER RABBIT HELP BRER TERAPIN 


In the old days Brer Wolf he have a mighty grudge against Brer 
Terapin, Brer Wolf do; and one day Brer Wolf come up with old Brer 
Terapin in the woods; and he say, Brer Wolf do, how he just going to 
make a end of Old Brer Terapin. 

But Brer Terapin he just draw in his foots and shut the door; and 
he draw in his arms and shut the door; and then if the old man 
don’ bodaciously draw in his head and shut the door right in Brer 
Wolf’s face. 

That make ole Brer Wolf mighty angry, sure it naterly do; but he 
bound he ain’ going to be outdone that er way, and he study ’bout 
how he going smash Brer Terapin’s house in; but there ain’ no rock 
there, and he feared to leave the ole man, ’case he know direckly he 
leave him the ole chap going open the doors of his house and tote 
hisself off. 

Well, while Brer Wolf study ’bout it, here come Brer Rabbit; but 
he make like he don’ see Brer Wolf, ’case they ain’ the bestest of 
friends in them days, Brer Wolf and Brer Rabbit ain’, no, that they 
ain’. 

But Brer Wolf he call out, he do, ‘‘O Brer Rabbit, Brer Rabbit, 
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come here!’”” So Brer Rabbit he draw up, and he see Old Brer Tera- 
pin’s house with the doors all shut; and he say, ‘‘Morning, Brer 
Terapin!”’ but Brer Terapin never crack his door; so Brer Wolf 
say, he do, “‘Brer Rabbit, you stay here and watch the ole man, while 
I go and fotch a rock to smash his house!”’ and Brer Wolf he take 
hisself off. 

Directly Brer Wolf gone, ole Brer Terapin he open his door and 
peak out. Now, Brer Rabbit and Brer Tarapin was the best friends 
in the ole time; and Brer Rabbit, he say, he do, ‘‘ Now, Brer Terapin, 
Brer Wolf done gone for to tote a rock to smash your house;’’ and 
Brer Terapin say he going move on. 

Then Brer Rabbit know if Brer Wolf come back and find he let 
Brer Terapin make off with his house, Brer Wolf going fault hisself; 
and Brer Wolf are a strong man, and he are a bad man; and poor old 
Brer Rabbit he take his hindermost hand and he scratch his head, and 
clip off right smart. Brer Rabbit was a peart man them days. 

Directly he come up with old Sis Cow, and he say, ‘‘ Howdy, Sis 
Cow? Is you got a tick you could lend out to your friends?” and he 
take a tick and tote it back, and put it on the rock just where Brer 
Terapin was. 

Presently here come Brer Wolf back, totin’ a big rock; and he 
see Brer Rabbit just tearing his hair and faning his hands, and 
crying, ‘‘Oh, dear! oh, dear! I’se feared of my power, I’se feared 
of my power!’’ but Brer Wolf he say, ‘‘Where old man Terapin gone 
with his house? I done told you to watch.” But Brer Rabbit he 
only cry the more, and he say, ‘‘That what I done tell you, don’t you 
see what my power done done? There all what left of poor ole Brer 
Terapin right there.” And Brer Rabbit he look that sorrowful-like, 
he near "bout broke down, and he point to the cow-tick. 

But Brer Wolf he done live on the plantation with Brer Rabbit many 
a day; and Brer Wolf he say, ‘“‘ Quit your fooling, ole man. You done 
turn Brer Terapin loose, and I just going to use this yer rock to smash 
your head.”” Then Brer Rabbit he make haste to make out to Brer 
Wolf how that little chap surely are all what’s left of poor old Brer 
Terapin. 

And Brer Rabbit he make out how the power are in his left eye to 
make a big man perish away; and Brer Rabbit he ’low how he just 
happen to strike his left eye on his old friend Brer Terapin, and directly 
he get smaller and smaller, twell that all there be left of the poor old 
man. When Brer Rabbit say that, he turn and cut his left eye sharp 
at Brer Wolf, Brer Rabbit do. 

Brer Wolf he just look once on the little tick, and he say, ‘‘Don’ 
look at me, Brer Rabbit! Don’ look at me!” and Brer Wolf he strike 
out, and he just burn the wind for the woods. 
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Then Brer Rabbit he clip it off down the road twell he come up 
with old Brer Terapin; and they strike a fire, and make a good pot 


of coffee, and talk it over. 
E. M. B. 


5. WHEN BRER ’POSSUM ATTEND MISS FOX’S HOUSE-PARTY 


Once long before the war, when times was good, Miss Fox she set 
out for to give a house-party, Miss Fox did. 

And Miss Fox she ’low she ain’ going invite the lastest person to her 
house-party ’cepting the quality; and when Brer Fox he just mention 
Brer ’Possum’s name, Miss Fox she rare and charge, Miss Fox do. 
She give it to Brer Fox, and she low how she don’ invite no poor white 
trash to her house-party; and she ‘low, Miss Fox do, how Brer Fox 
must set his mind on giving a tacky party. 

Brer Fox he ’low how Brer ’Possum ain’ no poor white trash; but 
Miss Fox she ’clare Brer "Possum ain’ no more than a half-strainer, 
and so Miss Fox she don’ invite Brer "Possum to her house-party. 

Well, Brer ’Possum he feel mighty broke up when he hear all the other 
creeters talking about the house-party, ’case Brer ’Possum he have 
plenty money. Brer ’Possum are a mighty shifty man, and always 
have plenty money. 

Well, Brer ’Possum he tell Brer Rabbit how he feel ’bout Miss Fox 
house-party; and he ax Brer Rabbit, Brer "Possum do, why he don’ 
be invited. 

Brer Rabbit he ‘low it all because Brer ’Possum don’ hold up his 
head and wear store clothes; and Brer Rabbit he advise Brer ’Possum 
to order hisself some real quality clothes, and a churn hat, and go to 
Miss Fox house-party; and he ‘low, Brer Rabbit do, how they won’t 
know Brer ’Possum, and mistake hisself sure for some man from the 
city. 

So ole Brer ’Possum he got plenty money, and he go to the city, 
Brer ’Possum do; and he order just a quality suit of clothes, Brer 
’Possum do; and he go to the barber, and get hisself shaved, and his 
hair cut, and he present hisself at Miss Fox house-party. 

Well, you may be sure Brer ’Possum he receive flattering attention, 
he surely did; and the last one of the people asking, ‘‘Who that fine 
gentleman?” “Who that city gentleman?” ‘‘Who that stinguished- 
looking gentleman?”’ and Brer Rabbit he make hisself forward to 
introduce Brer ’Possum right and left, ‘‘My friend Mr. Potsum from 
Augusta!’’ That old Brer Rabbit he done say ‘‘ Potsum,”’ ’case endur- 
ing they find him out, that old Brer Rabbit he going swear and kiss 
the book he done say ’possum, all the time. That just exactly what 
that old man Rabbit going to do. 

But, Lord bless you! they all that taken up with the fine gentleman, 
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they don’ spicion hisself; and he pass a mighty proudful evening, Brer 
*Possum do. 

But when it come retiring-time, and the gentlemans all get their 
candles, and ’scorted to their rooms, Brer Possum he look at the 
white bed, and he look all ’bout the room, and he feel powerful un- 
comfortable, Brer Possum do, ’case Brer ’Possum he never sleep in a 
bed in all his born days. Brer ’Possum he just can’t sleep in a bed. 

The poor old man he walk round the room, and round the room, 
twell the house get asleep; and he take off all his fine clothes, and he 
open the door softly, and step out all to hisself, he powerful tired; and 
he just climb a tree what stand by the porch, and hang hisself off 
by his tail and fall asleep. 

In the morning, when Miss Fox get up and open the door, she see 
Brer ’Possum hanging from the limb. She that astonished she can’t 
believe her eyes; but Miss Fox know a fine fat ‘possum when she see 
him, she surely do. 

Well, Miss Fox she cotch hold of Brer Possum and kill him, and 
dress him, and serve him up on the breakfast-table; and the guests 
they compliment Miss Fox on her fine "Possum breakfast; but when 
they go call the fine gentleman from the City, they just find his fine 
clothes, but they never suspicion where he done gone, twell many day 
after, when old Brer Rabbit he done let the secret out. alee 


6. HOW BRER FOX DREAM HE EAT BRER ’POSSUM 


In the old times Brer ’Possum he have a long, wide, bushy tail like 
Brer Fox. Well, one day Brer Rabbit and Brer Fox get a mighty 
honein’ to set er tooth in some fresh meat, and they both start off for 
to find some, and directly they find Brer Possum up a black gum- 
tree. 

Now, in them times Brer Rabbit he can climb well as any other of 
the creatures, ’case he has sharp claws like a cat; and he don’t set 
down to nobody on climbing, Brer Rabbit don’t. So when they find 
Brer ’Possum way up in the top of the gum-tree, Brer Rabbit he jest 
climb up after Brer Possum, Brer Rabbit do; and jest before he 
reach him, Brer Possum he wind his tail on the limb, an’ hang wid he 
hade down, an’ swing hisself out. 

Brer Rabbit he standing on the limb; an’ he reach out, and he 
grab Brer ’Possum’s tail nigh the stump, Brer Rabbit do; and Brer 
’Possum he swing hisself out, and try to reach another limb with he 
hand; and every time Brer Possum swing out, Brer Rabbit’s hand 
slip a little on Brer ’Possum’s tail; and next time Brer Possum swing 
and reach out, Brer Rabbit he hand slip a little more, twell Brer Rabbit 
he done skin the whole of Brer ’Possum’s tail; an’ Brer ’Possum fall 
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to the ground, where Brer Fox done wait for him, and Brer Fox done 
kotch him and kill him; but since that day Brer Possum he never 
have no hair on his tail. Then Brer Rabbit he come down, Brer 
Rabbit did, and they study how’s der bestest and soonest way to cook 
Brer ’Possum, ’case dey both jes er droolin’ for some fresh meat. 

Brer Fox he say ‘“‘he take Brer Possum home and cook him,’ and 
he invite Brer Rabbit to come and dine with him. Brer Rabbit 
agrees to that, so Brer Fox he takes Brer ’Possum home and he fly 
round to beat all, Brer Fox do; and he gets some nice fat bacon and 
yams, and he just cooks dat ’Possum up fine and brown. 

Then Brer Fox he get mighty tired, and he say, “I ’clare, I plum 
too tired out to eat. I don’t know if I better eat that ‘Possum now, 
and go to sleep and dream about him, or whether I better go to sleep 
and dream about him first, and then wake up and eat him;”’ and he 
lay down on the bed to study a minute, and first thing Brer Fox 
knowed he fast asleep. 

Directly here come Brer Rabbit, he knock on the door, but he ain’t 
get no answer; but he smell dat ’Possum, and the bacon and the 
yams, and the sage, and he most ’stracted to set he tooth in it. He 
crack the door softly, and he find Brer Fox fast asleep on the bed, 
an’ the nice dinner all smoking hot on the table. 

Brer Rabbit he just draw up and set to, Brer Rabbit do. He eat 
one hind-leg; and it so fine, he say to hisself he bound ter try er fore- 
leg, and then Brer Rabbit ’low he bound ter try the other hind-leg. 

Well, sar, dat old man Rabbit he set there and eat twell the lastest 
mouthful of that "Possum done gone. 

Then he just turn to wonderin’, Brer Rabbit did, what Brer Fox 
gwine to say when he done wake up and find the bestest bits of that 
’Possum gone. 

Brer Rabbit he find hisself in er right delicate situation, and was 
disturbed, Brer Rabbit was; but he say to hisself he gwine fool Brer 
Fox; and Brer Rabbit he take all the bones, and he put them on the 
floor in a row round Brer Fox’s head; and he take the marrow-grease, 
and he rub it softly on the whiskers round Brer Fox’s mouth; then 
he go out softly and close the door, and put he eye to the key-hole. 

Directly Brer Fox he yawn and stretch hisself and wake up; and 
couse his mind turn to that "Possum, and he rise up; and shorely he 
most powerful astonished when he see the dish empty, and the bones 
all bout hisself on the floor. 

Directly here come Brer Rabbit’s knock. Brer Fox say, ‘‘Come in!” 
and Brer Rabbit say, ‘‘ Brer Fox, I come for my share of that Possum.” 
Brer Fox say, ‘‘Fore de Lord, Brer Rabbit, where that Possum gone?” 
and he fling he hand at the bones on the floor. 

Brer Rabbit he snap he eye, like he most mighty got er way with; 
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and he say, ‘‘Brer Fox, I heard the creatures tell heap er powerful 
hard tales on yourself, but I ’clare, I never think you treat a friend 
dis yer way.” 

Then Brer Fox he swear and kiss the book he ain’t set er tooth in 
that Possum. Then Brer Rabbit he look most mighty puzzled; and 
at last he say, ‘“‘Brer Fox, I tell you what you done done, you just 
eat the lastest mouthful of that ’Possum in your sleep.’”’ _ Brer Fox 
he rare and charge, and swear he ain’t ‘‘even got the taste of Possum 
in he mouth.”’ Then Brer Rabbit he take Brer Fox to the glass, 
and make Brer Fox look at hisself; and he say, Brer Rabbit did, 
“Bre rFox, how come all that fresh marrow-grease on your whiskers?’’ 
and Brer Fox he look mighty set down on; and he say, ‘‘ Well, all I 
"low dat the most unsatisfying ’Possum I ever set er tooth in.” 

E. M. B. 


7- SUPERSTITION OF THE GRAVEYARD SNAKE AND RABBIT 


Ain’t I nebber tole yer bout dem grabeyard snakes? Bite? No, 
hit don’t bite! Hit’s black, most ginerelly, wid yaller splotches on 
he’s back, an’ he lib all de time in de Cemetterry, whar hit greab an’ 
moan. Yer see, when de Debbel temp Eab, an got her an’ Adam druv 
outen de guarden ob Eden, he wus dat tickled ober hit, dat he laft, 
an’ he laft, ’twel he split hesef in two. So de Sperit part ob him go 
roun’ now, temptin’ folks ter sin, an’ he’pin’ de Hoodoos. But de 
body part ob him wus turn by de Lord inter dem grabeyard snakes 
what libs in de grabeyards whar dey moans all de time ober de death 
what dey is brung inter dis world. En, honey, ef yer kin git de skin uv 
one uv dem snakes, an’ put hit roun’ yo waist, whar noboddy see hit, 
yer will conquer yo ennemys sho: ef yer greases yo hand wid de grease 
ob a grabeyard snake, an’ steals things, nobody will see yer, an’ yer 
won't git found out; ’case Satan is ’bleged ter stan’ by folks what are 
greased wid he own grease. Hoodoo folks is mighty fond er eatin’ 
snakes, ’case hit makes dem wise an’ cute; but dey don’t dar ter eat 
er grabeyard snake, ’case dey ud be eatin’ de Debbel hesef, an’ he 
couldn’t he’p em no more. Dey ama heap ob tings dat snake-ile 
am good fer dat I is dun disrermembered; but I knows dis fer sarting: 
ef yo hates a pusson, an’ yo makes dey image outen dat ile mix up 
wid flour er san’, an’ den names hit atter de pusson yo hates, an’ 
bakes de image good by de open fire, yer kan meck dat pusson miser’ble, 
’case yer got em snake Hoodoo’d, an dat’s de wus kine ob Hoodoo. 
If yer stick pins in dat image, de pusson what yer dun name it atter 
"ill hab pains an’ misery in de same place on dem es whar de pins goes 
in de image. I once know’d a man what wus kilt clean dead ’case 
dey stick pins inter de image ov him, in de place whar he heart wus, 
do dat wus er mistook, yer see. 
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Grabeyard rabbets? Oh, yessum! Dem is de rabbits what de 
grabeyard snakes charm fer ter meck em stay dar, an’ keep dem cum- 
pany. Dey don’t do no harm, an’ dey left hine-foot ‘ill bring good 
luck, shore; but ef yer want Satan ter cum right down an’ foller yer, 
an’ he’p yer in ebberry-ting, yo jes’ git de button offen er grabeyard 
rattlesnake, an’ sew hit up wid a piece ob silver in er leetle red flannel 
bag, en war hiton yoheart. Why, ef yer do dat way, an’ seys er varse 
outen de Bible backards, at twelve er’clock on de crossroads, uf er 
moonlight night, de ole Nick ‘ill cum walkin’ up ter meet yer, mos’ 
any time yer calls him. No, I ain’t nebber tried hit mysef, ’case de 
smell uf brimstone allers meck me narvous; an’ I nebber would like 
ter be took dat er way, "jes lik er ’oman. 

E. H. L. and E. M. B. 


8. WHY MR. OWL CAN’T SING 


When Mr. Owl was young, he could sing to beat all the birds in the 
woods. This ole man what you see flying about calling ‘‘whoo, 
whoo!”’ in the ole time he could sing so fine that he teach the singing- 
school. 

In them days Mr. Owl he never wander round, like he do in these 
yer times, ’case he have a happy home, and he stay home with his 
wife and chillens, like a spectable man. 

But that poor ole man done see a heap of trouble in he time, he 
shore has; and it all come along of that trifling no count Miss Cuckoo, 
what too sorry to build her nest fer herself, but go about laying her 
eggs in her neighbors’ nests. 

In the old time, Mr. and Miss Owl they belong to the quality; end 
they have a shore ‘nuff quality house, not like these little houses 
what you see these yer times, what secondary people live in. 

One night Miss Owl she go out to pay a visit, and she leave Mr. 
Owl at home to mind the chillens; but directly she gone, Mr. Owl 
he take he fiddle under he arm, and go off to he singing-school. 
Then that trifling no count Miss Cuckoo come sailing along calling 
“Cuckoo, cuckoo!”’ and she leave her eggs in Miss Owl's fine nest, 
and then she go sailing off, calling, ‘‘ Cuckoo, cuckoo!” 

Now, presently Miss Owl she come home; and when she find that 
egg in her nest, she rare end charge on the poor ole man to beat all; 
and she tell him she never live with him no more twell he tell her who 
lay that egg; but the poor ole man can’t tell her, ’case he don’t know 
hisself. But Miss Owl she be mighty proud-spirited; and what she 
done say, she done say. 

So the ole man he leave he fine home, and he go wandering through 
the woods looking for the one what lay that egg and make all he 
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trouble. And the ole man he that sorrowful he can’t sing no more, 
but jest go sailing ’bout, asking, ‘‘Whoo, whoo!” But Mr. Owl he 
never find out to this day who lay that egg, and so Miss Owl never live 
with him no more; but he keep on asking, ‘‘Whoo, whoo?” And now 
it done been that long, the poor ole man plum forgot how to sing, and 
he don’t play he fiddle no more, and can’t say nothing but ‘‘Whoo, 
whoo!”’ 


E. M. B. 


g. THE NEGRO’S SUPERSTITION OF THE SPANISH MOSS 


Long time ago there was a powerful wicked man. He was that sinful, 
that Death he don’t have the heart to cut him off in his sins, ’cepten’ 
he give him a warning. So one day Death he appear to the wicked 
man, and he tell him how that day week he gwine come for him. The 
wicked man he that frightened, he get on his knees and beg Death to 
let him live a little longer. The wicked man he take on, and he beg, 
*twell Death he promise he won’t come for him ’twell he give him one 
more warning. 

Well, the years go by, but the wicked man he grow more wicked; 
and one day Death he appear to him again, and Death he tell the 
wicked man how that day week he gwine come for him; but the wicked 
man he more frightened than what he was before; and he get on his 
knees, the wicked man do, and beg Death to let him live a little longer; 
and Death he promise the wicked man how before he come for him he 
gwine send him a token what he can see or what he can hear. 

Well, the years go by; and the wicked man he get a powerful old 
man, — he deaf and blind, and he jest drag hisself about. One day 
Death he done come for the wicked man once more, but the wicked 
man he say how Death done promise him he won’t come for him twell 
he send him a token what he can see or hear; and Death he say he 
done send a token what he can see. Then the wicked man he say 
how he can’t see no token, ’cause he say how he done blind. Then 
Death he say how he done send a token what he can hear. But the 
wicked man he say how he plum deaf, and he say how he can’t hear 
no token; and he beg Death that hard to let him live, that Death 
he get plum outdone with the wicked man, and Death he jest go off 
and leave him to hisself. And the wicked man he jest wander about 
the woods, and his chillen all die, and his friends all die. Still he jest 
wander about the woods. He blind, and he can’t see; and he deaf, 
and he can’t hear. He that blind he can’t see to find no food; and he 
that deaf he never know when anybody try to speak to him. And the 
wicked man he done perish away twell he jest a shaddow with long 
hair. His hair it grow longer and longer, and it blow in the wind; 
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and still he can’t die, ’cause Death he done pass him by. So he here 
to wander and blow about in the woods, and he perish away twell all 
yo can see is his powerful long hair blowing all "bout the trees; and 
his hair it done blow about the trees twell it done grow fast, and now 


yo all folks done calls it Spanish Moss, 
E. M. B. 


